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A V GABRIEL KOSHY (REUEL) 


A V Gabriel Koshy (Reuel) is on the autism spectrum and 
nonverbal, with co-morbidities. He has had no formal 
education or training in art but is extremely good at it with 
assistance, which is supplied usually by his sisters, niece 
and mother. His art speaks for itself in terms of bright 
colours and in being patterned and having a 3D effect 
though abstract. Sometimes they almost look like living 
creatures, like a living being, lively and moving. It is 
doubtful whether he knows the value of his work after it is 
done but does it with intense concentration as any artist 
will, with the aim clearly being perfection in his mind as he 
wants to use it to please his helpers to make them believe 
he too is 'normal.' His work has no titles as one does not 
know how to title such work and he works beyond words. 


As Reuel, whose name means friend of God, cannot read, 
write or speak except at a very basic level, his father and 
mother started an autism NPO to help those on the 
spectrum, but as his father is a writer another initiative has 
been to start a literary award to encourage people to write 
on and for causes, including autism, to help improve 
society. The Reuel International Prize for literature, writing, 
and excellence was started thus in 2014 with the help of 
Reena Prasad, and has now been there for six years. The 
first recipient was Dr Santosh Bakaya for her long narrative 
poem, “Oh Hark”! The award is mainly for poetry, but 
litoreneurs, and non-fiction as well as fiction writers, and 
literary critics, academicians, researchers, and teachers 
have all been its recipients in the last six years. Thus, Reuel 
has been a silent but potent influence and one of the 
awards went to Sherin Mary Zecharia who herself is on the 
spectrum but can write beautifully which adds lustre to it. 
The group The Significant League that administers the 
award also brought out The Significant Anthology for peace 
and autism, in this connection, showing how Reuel is a 
welcome driving force for change and his life and name 
have now touched thousands, albeit unknown to himself. 


ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
© All rights reserved. 2020 
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


Abu Siddik is an Assistant Professor in English in Plassey 
College, Nadia, West Bengal. He is a bilingual author, 
editor, critic, poet, and storyteller and has been widely 
published in India and abroad. He has three books— 
Representation of the Marginalized in Indian Writings in 
English (Ed.), (Falakata College Cell, 2015), Misfit Parents in 
Faulkner’s Select Texts (Authorspress,2015), Banglar 
Musolman (Sopan, 2018). For more please visit him at 
www.abusiddik.com 


REVIEW BY GLORY SASIKALA 


There’s that interesting quality about Abu Siddik’s poems. 
They are about those places and happenings, especially in 
the Indian society, that we all know so well and experience, 
regarding which the subconscious makes little and astute 
observations and holds internal dialogues, but which are 
rarely voiced...but should be. They should be voiced. 


Next time you go on a trip to the hillside: 
Lush tea gardens 

Half-naked workers 

Barren huts 


And children tied to sweaty mothers. 


The Lighted House where they partied all night...until 
one night a howling storm 

Raged and the candles went out. 

And now... 

Men feared her savage look... 

And mothers screened children and hurriedly passed. 
An Aged Couple 

Sixty autumns together they walked... 

And how many more who knows? 

Side by side they stood on the forest fringe 

And admired their shrivelled faces and scraggy necks. 
Among the drunkards... 

No tin shade. no tarpaulin over heads 

And when rains fall, they drench open, 


And mad eyes glue to the wet women! 


And where are the folks? 

Where is the shoe-shine boy 
Who smiles and shines my shoes 
At that corner? 


Rugged Terrains indeed! Yet, we would not give up on this 
journey so easily because the views are still so enticing. 


AUTUMN REVISITED 


BY 


MOINAK DUTTA 


Moinak Dutta: | am a poet and novelist, residing at Kolkata. 
| work as a teacher. | have contributed to various national 
and international anthologies. | have got two published 
fictions to my credit. My third fiction will be published 
soon. | have worked as editor of several anthologies. 


Autumn Revisited 


The sight of the pandel being erected on the playground a 
few paces away from our home would arouse a great deal 
of excitement in our childhood. It would usually take one 
month to complete the pandel that would house the idol of 
Devi Durga and this one month, the pandel, its bamboo 
structure, would be the centre of all attraction for us. While 
going to school, with satchels on our shoulders, we would 
stop for a while near the pandel. Someone among us would 
say that the pandel had shrunk a bit in size and dimensions, 
compared to that of the previous year. Another would 
argue on that point and assert with certain amount of 
confidence that it was not so. But we had carved a bit of 
time sure to swing our bodies from the bamboo poles using 
our hands. 


Then we would run to school. After school hours we would 
again take that road which would take us to the pandel. 
The labourers who were busy working there would allow us 
to play there. 


Only when they put the canvas over the dome of the 
pandel and stitch cotton spreads and put nails on the 
spreads to attach them to the structure, they would rebuke 
us mildly. ‘Don’t run here on bare foot! Nails are there 
everywhere...’. They would say, working as they would be, 


sitting precariously on the bamboo poles , stitching cotton 
spreads there or hammering tiny nails into the wooden 
frames. 


For days as those labourers worked, we would hear the 
sweet tapping sounds of hammer heads on nails whenever 
we went to the pandel. 


Just before the installation of the deity, a thorough 
sweeping and cleaning of the pandel floor was done. 


The pandel turns into a mandap as soon as the deity of 
Durga will arrive. 


We would try to get a glimpse of the deity as usually the 
face was covered before the Maha Shasti. 


The evening of Shasti would be grand. Many people would 
throng at the mandap. 


The smell of incense and camphor and flowers mixed 
together would create an ambience of pristine purity 
around. 


The blowing of conch shells at the evening would make us 
know the evening prayer had started. Often the purohit or 
the main priest would be someone who knew Sanskrit and 
could chant clearly having a voice that could be heard even 
without loud speakers. For the chanting of prayers in those 
days was done sans loudspeakers for it was believed that 


too much of sound and noise could drive the soul of the 
devi away from the mandap. 


That belief, however, got a serious challenge from us as we 
often laughed out loud or made sounds replicating that of 
gunshots by pressing triggers of our toy pistols which we 
would invariably buy before the pujas. Making a series of 
gunshots from our toy pistols had been our favourite 
occupation during the pujas. 


We would pester our parents to buy us those pistols. The 
girls, who were of our age, however, were more interested 
in buying colorful bindis, or hairclips or ribbons. In our 
neighbourhood a single shop sold both the pistols (for 
boys) and those objects of adornments (for girls). 


The boys and the girls and their parents would make a 
beeline there in the evening before the onset of pujas. 


Our small industrial town would deck up slowly as the 
festive mood would set in. 


Light bulbs were hung from trees. 


Our familiar streets appeared like those of fairy tales being 
so illuminated. 


But | would love the subtle changes that autumn would 
bring in to the town. 


Gradually the monsoon clouds would beat a retreat and 
little cottony clouds would appear, sailing like tiny boats. 
Early in the morning the sight of dewdrops on leaves, 
glittering in the first light of the day would make me glad. 
Simply glad. The scent of shiuli blossoms would wrap me. 
The mild nip in the early morn's air would send a slight 
shiver. 


And the most beautiful sight for me would perhaps be the 
sudden arrival of white cranes at the marshy land beside 
our house. Those birds would come every year during 
autumn and stay in the trees, often flying across the 
marshy land. The sight of their flight, their white wings 
spread full, against the back drop of green trees and blue 
sky, was simply captivating. 


Many hours | would spend watching them. 
Many hours | would spend savouring the beauty of nature. 


Arrival of Durga, has since then, got aligned in my mind 
with the arrival of autumn and very rarely | tried to 
differentiate between the two occasions. 


The smell of shiuli, the sparkling drops of dew, the azure 
sky, the swinging heads of kash flowers peeping out of 
grass- they all would come together to weave a single 
sensation of pleasure in me, a kind of pleasure which was 


so ethereal and abstract that | would just be happy inside 
and would bask in it. | am sure we all had that same feeling 
then. 


Running through the meadows with kash flowers blooming 
always brought us that happiness. 


Years later, while studying literature, | realised, it was not 
anything associated with religion. It had been our sense of 
joy in getting pleasure in discovering Mother Nature's 
awesome bounty of beauty. 
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GENDER OF A KITE 

Ladders on my backyard, 

Can’t pregnant steps desire a pinch of light? 
From the foothills of solar system, 


Unstrung gender of untamed kite(s). 


Prayers fast for chauvinistic results, 
Borrowed cuppa’ sugar trashed a spoonful of salt; 
Named rays might claim to ignite, 


Unstrung gender of untamed kite(s). 
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Disheartened wombs disown divided breasts, 
Stoic cradle moist pillow could not rest; 


Gray fingers plead kohl eyes to keep away from stealthy 
sights, 


Unstrung gender of untamed kite(s). 


For sealed eggs dig potatoes o’ tomorrow, 
Butterflies ward away as dry petals of hibiscus sorrow; 
Framed walls of fame inspire biased respites, 


Unstrung gender of untamed kite(s). 
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Aakash Sagar Chouhan: Being a poet, he has been a part of 
few anthologies and Poetry Festivals namely Efflorescence 
by Chennai Poetry Circle, Glomag by Glory Sasikala, The 
Virtual Reality (Sparrow Publishers), Guntur Int Poetry Fest 
and many more. He is also a proud member of Soul 
Scriber’s Society, Salem that curates Yercaud Poetry 
Festival every year. 
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THE ONLY BINARY TRAP 
White or black? 

Male or female? 
Landed or landless? 
Active or free? 
Literate or illiterate? 
Small or tall? 

Bony or chubby? 
Urban or rural? 

Rich or poor? 

Upper caste or lower? 
Atheist or theist? 


Liberal or illiberal? 
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Rioters or peace makers? 
Scientific or superstitious? 


Hater or preacher? 


For the time being 
Let them rest 


Under a snow-capped hill. 


Come straight with your name, 
Ram or Rahim? 
That’ll ease our job 


And permanently save your grace. 
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Abu Siddik: | am a writer, residing in Berhampore, 
Murshidabad, India. | work as Assistant Professor. | have 
contributed to various e-journals and anthologies. | have 
also published five books. Website: www.abusiddik.com 
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GRAVEDIGGER 
Gravedigger, do not dig 
inmost graves to die light; 
Set aside a rift for the glint 
of the sun; 

What will happen to you? 
A wee glint that will pass 


is enough 
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Inmost graves are perilous, 
the imperforate crepuscule 
and the gnats in, munching 


my body to agonize 


Gravedigger, do not dig 
inmost graves to die light, 

| need air around me 
rippling, radiating like 

a mollifying gush, the glares 
shining upon me shall let me 


sleep for long with no gasping 
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Adnan Shafi: | am a poet, writer, columnist, translator, 
Ghazal writer, motivational speaker, blogger, and reviewer 
from Tral Kashmir (J and K). | have contributed my poems 
to various reputed magazines, journals. | have also 
published my poetry book ‘Tears fall in my heart’. Recently, 
| have been awarded Gujurat Sahitya academic. 
Furthermore, | am the co-author of many international 
anthologies. 
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CONCERNS OF AN IRAQI POET 

In 1989, 

| was born without basic rights 

In 1990, 

| was one year old to learn about the beginning of the war 
In 1991, 

| was two years old to watch the dead bodies in the caskets 
In the mid-90s, 


| was witnessing the death of children for the lack of 
medicines 
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In 2000, 

| was eleven years to recognize myself as an immigrant 
In 2001, 

| was twelve years to hide my faith intensely private and 
never talk about it 

In 2003, 


| was the happiest, clueless, foolish teenager to celebrate 
the 


death of a beautiful country 

In the mid-20s, 

| was seen as a terrorist, suicide bomber, and wanted 
In 2011, 


| was twenty-two years old to face workplace 
discrimination 


In 2015, 


| was jobless due to my accent, my Instead of colour skin 
and my nationality 
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In 2020, 


| am thirty-one years old and | still cannot feel the stability | 


deserve. 


Ahmad Al-Khatat: | am a poet residing in Montreal, 
Quebec. | work as student. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published 10 poetry anthologies. | 
have recently graduated from Dawson College as a Social 
Science student. 
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ANECDOTE 

Funny story about Lorca standing guard for one 

of Neruda’s many trysts after a literary event tucked 
somewhere inside the firmament of Pablo’s imagination. 


Federico on watch as lovemaking commenced 


between Pablo and a callow mermaid 
beneath the rhinoceros beetle moon. 
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Alan Britt: He has been nominated for the 2021 
International Janus Pannonius Prize awarded by the 
Hungarian Centre of PEN International for excellence in 
poetry from any part of the world. Previous nominated 
recipients include Lawrence Ferlinghetti, Charles Bernstein 
and Yves Bonnefoy. Alan was interviewed at The Library of 
Congress for The Poet and the Poem. He has published 18 
books of poetry and served as Art Agent for the late great 
Ultra Violet while often reading poetry at her Chelsea, New 
York studio. A graduate of the Writing Seminars at Johns 
Hopkins University he currently teaches English/Creative 
Writing at Towson University. 
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AN OLD MIRROR 

When | walk into the house 

The old mirror wakes up. 

It winks knowingly with a big, glass eye. 


On the other side | can see a girl that | know. 


It always faithfully accompanies the passing time 


And reflects transience in the shimmering silver sheet. 
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| suspect that it harbors all faces 


But it is discreetly silent and it guards entrusted secrets. 


It survived the conflagration of a revolution, turmoil of war. 


Unstable and fragile, it remembers many owners. 


We are together and we catch fleeting moments 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, editor. Her poems have been published 
in numerous anthologies and magazines. She has published 
13 poetry anthologies. She is a member of the Polish 
Writers Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, 
Albania. She is also a member of the Directors’ Board of 
Soflay Literature Foundation. 
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WISHES OF AN ICE-CREAM 
Today the clouds look pillowy, 


like it should be in “Sharatkal”. 


Gariahat yearns to be at its 


most fearless pre-puja bustle. 


That one ice-cream wishes to 


be devoured by two sets of lips, 
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hungry, being masked so long. 


It pins its hope on the large aura 


of festivity to help those pairs 


consummate their feelings. 


As if it was way long in the past - 


the numbered deaths, the rejected 


pleas to Gods to tide over the disease, 


the punitive act of physical distancing. 


It hopes to melt in the nick of time, 


for the lips to feel unafraid, fulfilled. 

Note 

Sharatkal: Early autumn 

Gariahat: Known mostly as the shopping zone of South Kolkata 


Puja: Durga Puja, the main festival of Bengalis 
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Amanita Sen: Amanita has 2 collections of poems: “Candle 
In My Dream’ and ‘What | Don’t Tell You’. Her works have 
been published in numerous journals in India and abroad. 
She is a mental-health professional and lives in Kolkata. 
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New Beginnings—pic by Ambika Talwar 
TROPES UNBOUND 
In mad pummeling of sky, seagulls swoop for fish — 
any kind of finger food. Their loud calling clashes 
over waves that tumble in play. Sandpipers pitter--patter 
speedily away skirting waves’ tremors of fantasy. 
Human fantasy. Fear-bitten nails, human 


in oil-soaked rags is bound by tropes, a dirty river. 
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Freedom weeps into putrid waters. She murmurs: 
Human does not sing or weep. His mind’s a cage 
How jolt his memory? Make him recall... 

how wild beasts revive emerald forests, dream 
through sun’s sprinkling light... Humans ache 


to be free. But they kill. Boast of trophies. 


What did | do wrong? wonders Freedom. How 


did | lose them? Who am | to them? 


Wiping her tears, Freedom seeks human souls 

in hidden places where even poisons bleed. 

Her humming sifts fear's residue. 

She molds forms with red mud, wraps them in betel 
and palm leaves fallen by the wayside. 

She paints beauty of eyes that see what is real, 


blows wind through invisible feathers. 
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Fly beloved fly. She sings. Be bodies without wings. 
Run like beasts. Witness as trees stolid beyond Time. 
Fly dear heart — Be Love. Choose! Renew. Sing — 

Find me in each syllable. 

Fly. Fly. Fly...into heart of my heart...in my wilderness 


Redeem me in countless gullies streams seas rivers veins. 


Ambika Talwar: | am a poet/author residing in Los Angeles, 
USA. | work as English professor. | am published in various 
anthologies. | have also published a collection of poems 
and a poetic-spiritual travelogue. My creative expression 
lends dimension to my work as a Spiritual-intuitive energy 
practitioner. 
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ONLY FICTION IS REAL 

It’s fiction 

that makes you live 

Today you are alive 

hoping you'll be living tomorrow 
Tomorrow is 

but a fiction 

When you find no reasons 

to live 

it’s fiction 


that becomes the reason 
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you live 

Blind man can’t see 

still he lives in the world 

His world is a fiction 

It’s fiction through which 
he sees the world 

Fiction isn’t but a fiction 

It’s fiction 

that gives birth 


to reality 
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Aminool Islam: | am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. | 
work as an English language instructor. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. | am currently the sub-editor of a 
literary magazine named Neeharika. 
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IMPRINTS 

Pair of searching eyes haunts 

she stands--a still shot under a peepal tree 
younger brother in tow 

gazing at the trains each day 

same place, same time, 

my eyes greet hers as my train chugs 

a bit slow embarking the bridge. 

Gamut of possibilities in a flurry 

rhyme with the evocative shot 


one, redolent of Pather Panchali’s Apu Durga 
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two pairs of eyes exuding amazement 
ecstatic at the first sight of whistling train. 
But this little girl, habitual onlooker 

what pleasure entices her? 

or does she wait expectantly for a dear one 
who probably left village in search of a job? 
Or an elder sister 

Who eloped to an unknown destination-- 
or do her cherished dreams rove unchartered 
counting bogies of each passing train? 

My thoughts unspool to a faraway tale 


Where | encounter hers at crossroads. 


Note: Pather Panchali’s Apu Durga—Apu and Durga are two child 
characters of the famous novel ‘Pather Panchali’ written by Bibhutibhusan 
Bandopadhyay. 
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Amita Ray: | am former associate professor in English and 
Vice Principal of a college, residing in Kolkata. An academic 
of varied interests, | am a published translator, short story 
writer and poet. | have translated into English and 
published two books.My short stories have been published 
in The Sunday Statesman, Cafe Dissensus, Setu and other 
web magazines. My poems have also been published in 
anthologies and on line magazines. 
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YOU 

A Love Poem 

We never had a winter like this before 

A grey sky slept eternally on ancient silks 
And rusted gates to your home only rebelled 
Woken suddenly on unjust promises 

The grass overgrown 

Seemed far more withered 


Than its age 
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A tread path familiar to many rains 


Except this one 


The neem tree once dared your window remains crouched 
In embarrassment 

In suffused happiness 

Many years back in a season lined with gold 

You had asked me 

In an eye 

Witnessed only by the 

Neem tree and | had said yes 

Many years back in a season lined with gold 

You and | had ruled the storm and a stupor of surroundings 
Many years ago in a season lined with gold 


You and | had held eternity in our grip knowing time 
remains unburied here 


Many years ago in a season lined with gold 


53 


We knew we are one with everything that is eternal 
And nothing else remains, nothing but a lonely 


sun 


Today it is only a shadow of a once long talk 
One long sky 

That has dared to stay so long 

One sun who never slept 

Of doubts and a crowd of thunderous clouds 
Replete with all its tales 

Waiting 

And a faraway railway line looking buried 
On which a memory train no longer 


Rushes by 
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Amitabh Mitra: He is an Indian-born South African 
physician, poet and artist. He is one of the most widely 
published poets globally. 
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PROSE AND POETRY 

Prose stifles my cries 

My song is suffocated in its folds 
The dusty history of mankind 
Chokes the throat 

Of soaring imagination 

Not that which you dream of 
But this which has happened 
Ugly, sordid, brutal 


With just a few rays of real sunshine 
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With just a few drops of clean redeeming rain 
This is what is real - if not true 

For Truth is something very different from Reality 
And yet my spirit struggles to break free 

To say - you keep your facts, dusty History 

And let me sing my song 

That rises on the skylark’s wings 

To a new Heaven 

And glimpses therefrom 


A new Earth as well! 


My imagination 

Can transform 

Not just the present and the future 
But the past as well 

| would remould it 

To my heart’s desire 


In my poems, if not in my novel. 


57 


Free me from Prose, Muse! 
Free me back into my iridescent 
Ephemeral butterfly moments 


Free me into uplifting Song 


<\4 


Amita Sarjit Ahluwalia: | am a retired bureaucrat but at 
heart a poet and a teacher. | write, mostly poetry, in 
English, Urdu, Hindi and Punjabi. I’ve never published 
anything except on Facebook or occasionally some 
newspaper or magazine here and there. | was awarded the 
NISSIM International Poetry Award (First Prize) 2019 for 
Excellence in Writing and my contribution to Indian English 
Poetry. 
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FROM 1977 TO 2020 
1977 to 2020 

Same Heart 

Same Mind 

Same Hopes 

Same Dreams 

But Now 


A New Fear... 


59 


Amit Krishan Agnihotri: | am a poet residing in Landquart 
Switzerland. | work as a County Manager. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published short stories and 
poems in UK and India. 
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WOUND 
Once and only once does one wound oneself 
incurably in the intoxication of art or love 


or death or life. 
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Ampat Koshy: He teaches in a college as Assistant 
Professor in Jazan, Saudi Arabia. He is the author of books 
like Art of Poetry, Wrighteings: In Media Res, Figs, Allusions 
to Simplicity (poetry), and co-author of Wake Up India: 
Essays for Our Times with Dr Bina Biswas and co-editor of 
The Significant Anthology with Reena Prasad and Michele 
Baron etc. He also runs The Signifcant League and has 
instituted the Reuel International Prize for Literature. He is 
a poet and critic and fiction writer of renown in India and 
abroad plus a Pushcart Prize Poetry Nominee of 2012. His 
Ph.D was on Samuel Beckett and his thesis was later 
published as Samuel Beckett's English Poetry: Transcending 
the Roots of Resistance in Language. He has also co-edited 
Inklinks and Umbilical Chords. 
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DEAD 

| pinched myself 
Are you alive? 

| pinched myself 


Are you still alive? 


Mistrust killed you 
many years ago, 


ona sunny morning. 
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Inhumanity killed you 
every day & every moment 


without your knowledge. 


Dense crowd, friendly 
But sad & deceived eyes 


spot masks everywhere 


Sweet smile under the 


moustache & make up 


shot you on the green grass ... 


| pinched myself again 
| pinched myself again 


| pinched myself once again 
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& 
got a reply from inside : 


you are long dead 


Aneek Chatterjee: | am a poet and academic from Kolkata, 
India. | have contributed to literary magazines and poetry 
anthologies across the globe. | have published 13 books 
including two full length poetry collections and a novel. My 
poem has been archived at Yale University. | hold a PhD in 
International Relations; and | have been teaching in leading 
Indian and foreign universities. 
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HOPE RISES 

Amidst the turmoil and confusion 
As the throes of depression 
Holds you captive 

A burning light in the distance 

A flicker of the beacon of hope 


Stilling the raging fears. 


Hope in tomorrow 
As the brilliant sun rises 


Its pervasive rays 
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Infiltrating the core of my being 


Making me believe in life 


The hope of a future 


The hope of peace and love. 


Life can be painful 

Living through the torture 
Of unforgiving beings 

As the rains fall 


| have hope in life anew. 


Like the embers of despair 
Have evaporated from my soul 
| have hope in humanity 


Saving herself from self-destruction. 
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Let your heartbeat 

with the sound of hope 

As your soul looks forward 
To a limitless, fulfilled life. 
Hope springs the seeds 


Of life’s blessings 


As you celebrate God’s grace. 
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Angela Chetty: | am a poet residing in Durban, South Africa. 


| work as a consultant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and numerous journals. | have also published a 
poetry anthology. | have been honoured as a 
contemporary poet with the most heartfelt poems in 2019 
and had two poems featured in the Top 100 poems for 
2019. 
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YOU IN THE NIGHT 

The crescent moon watches 
You from behind the clouds 
When you open the doors for 
Soft wind to play with your 
Curl and caress your face; 
Afar the slender stream flows 
As stars shining like nuggets 
Of diamond across its surface 


Humming a melody of love 
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Hugging and kissing its banks 


Where flowers bloom with grace; 


The crescent moon watches 
You from the top of the hills 
And sheds its soothing beam 
Where in your face glows as 

A beautiful night flower; 

You come out to walk on the 
Dew-soaked grasses with your 
Heart full of love as essence 
Of your youth flits across the 


Valleys in this nightly hour. 
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Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He is from Brajrajnagar, 
Odisha, India, and resides there currently. He works as a 
mine surveyor in coal mines. He writes short stories and 
poems whenever he gets time. 
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HAPPINESS IS... 

... finding rickshaws as if they were charmed 

By a flourish of your guardian angel's wand, 

Weaving through traffic that didn't choke you for once 


And ticking off to-do chores one by one. 


Happiness is when you stop at the roadside vendor 
To sip slowly and deeply, a tender coconut's nectar. 
A little soft, a little hard is the pulp inside 


That leaves you untwined after jolting rickshaw rides 
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Quenched, you turn benevolently to hop into another 
rattler 


Only to be arrested by a look of abject hunger. 
Those unhappy eyes that outstretched hand 


Like they were denied all the things you've had. 


The rags clutching the skin as if terrified of crumbling 
Speak of a wretched shanty and penniless kin. 
You turn back to the vendor of happiness-sips 


And ask for the best from his happy heap. 


As you lower the treat into the skeletal hands 
Your heart pulls taut and reverts like a rubber band. 
The shrivelled face dissolves into a joyous smile 


With the happiness that a little money could buy. 
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Anju Kishore: Anju Kishore’s poems have been featured in 
numerous Indian and international anthologies. One of the 
winners of The Great Indian Poetry Award 2018 and The 
Prime International Poetry Prize 2020, her book of poems 
‘..and | Stop to Listen’ was published in 2018. A former 
Cost Accountant, she is part of the Editorial Team of India 
Poetry Circle and Kavya-Adisakrit Publishing. 
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TREE SHADED PATH 
Summer’s searing heat 
filled the day. 

A tree shaded path 

gave respite to weary travelers 
who stopped to rest. 
Seated upon lush green, 
stories were shared. 

A time to think about 

all that had transpired. 
A sanctuary of the heart, 


to all who gathered there. 
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Refreshed, spirits buoyed, 
the pilgrims moved on. 
Once again trees opened 


welcoming arms to 


the next to pass this way. 


Ann Christine Tabaka: | am a poet and writer residing in 
Delaware, USA. | am a retired organic chemist and a retired 
personal trainer. | have 10 poetry books and have been 
published in numerous magazines and journals worldwide. | 
was nominated for the 2017 Pushcart Prize in Poetry. | was 
the winner of Spillwords Press 2020 Publication of the Year 
(Poetic), and | have won poetry awards from individual 
publications. 


*(a complete list of publications is available upon request) 
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DREAM SACRIFICE 
(Translated by me from my ODIA poem, ‘Swapnamedha’) 
Awoke just now 

The wounded state of the nightmare 

Is over or tightening its grip 


| can't assure. 


Unless hinted before 
Everyone might rave like me in horror 
Neither | nor anyone 


Can rush into your rescue then. 


78 


A dramatic demise | had 

Unbelievably, last night only. 

Hating and hurting me throughout 

The known envious ones opened up 

All their doors, throwing aside their cruel masks 
Surrounded quickly centring my corpse 
Searched for the testimonials 


Showing humanity with my initials. 


In sympathy more than required 

They fervently and frequently forbade 

To break the few glass bangles my faithful wife wore 
Her words and answers till yesterday were 


As hard and terrible as in a surgical war. 


My children, overnight, seemed 


Extremely sociable, conscientious, learned 
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Ceaseless blessings showered on their heads 
Confused, dumbfounded, shocked. 

What a good luck | have, indeed 

On my untimely death as is perceived! 

| wish | ran out of the bier 

Never have | availed so much 

Good wishes of so many, so far 


As long as | lived there. 


It’s my sheer bad luck: 
The death in dream has ended abruptly 
And | have to live a human life, once more 


Changing my sides on the bed further... 
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Antaryami Mishra: | am a bi-lingual poet writing both in 
Odia and English. | am working as a senior teacher in 
English at R.D.C. Higher Secondary School, Chilika Napata, 
Puri, Odisha. | am a published poet contributing to more 
than a dozen of literary anthologies of national and 
international repute .| have a collection of Odia poems , 
‘MA Nishaada’ coming out in 2017 .Recently, my poem has 
found place in ‘Signature of Truth’, an anthology jointly 
published by literary forums: (1) Rhythm (2) India Poetry 
Forum. 
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FATHER ISN’T SECOND TO MOM 
The father is not incidental 

in a child's life 

nor his love, liking 

affection and care 

he imparts valuable 

social and life skills 

and a sense of security 

for taking life shaping risks, 
encourages to meet 


fellow human beings, 
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build relationships 

and succeed in the world, 
aid the development 

of appropriate social behavior 
and built sense of worth, 
nature has given men 
important role of ensuring 
not only children's survival 
but also their success, 

isn't so ironic in this world 
not recognising 

paternal instinct 


equal to maternal instinct? 


83 


i/ 
it/ / 
A\ \ 2 at 


Ashish K Pathak: Ashish K Pathak is a middle school posted 
in Munger district of Bihar. He has got a letter of 
appreciation from the President of India for his poem. 
Together with other writers, he has been conferred WUP 
gold cross medal for his contribution in the world book, 
‘Complexion Based discrimination’. 
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DID YOU EVER... 

Did you ever listen to the wind 

Sound of dry winter leaves rustling 

Did you ever listen to the sound of rain 
Symphony of water drops on the rooftop 
Did you ever listen within your dreams 
Sound of bird’s wings fluttering 

Did you ever listen to the voice of your heart 
Your own heartbeat, own song. 

Inner symphony, wordless expression 


We will meet somewhere someday 
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In this morning unsung songs of birds and bees 
On our lips, 


Singing song of silence... 


Asoke Kumar Mitra: He studied at Hindu school and St. 
Xavier's College, Kolkata, and is a retired journalist and was 
editor of ‘Calcutta Canvas’ and ‘Indus Chronicle’. He is a 
bilingual poet. He has contributed to various anthologies 
published in India and abroad. His poems are translated 
into various languages. 'Savage Wind' is his first poetry 
book, a bilingual edition, translated into Spanish by 
Mexican poet Josep Juarez. 'Song Of Pebbles’ is his second 
bilingual poetry book, which is translated into French. 
Poetry, photography, paintings are his passions. 
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THE GASLIGHTER 
PART-1 
When a smiling mask looks 


Like a real face... 
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The narcissist the gaslighter, 

Feeds his-her hunger. 

Prizes the flesh bone heart soul 

Of you, no less than 

The vampire prizes the prime cut of 


The tender, tremulant neck of the virgin 


Shall lovers love, or seem to love? 
Shall lovers get high from moons, 
Trees, blooms, birds, oceans, skies, and 
From babies, rough sort of 


Carbon copies of ourselves? 


Dare we disco forever 

Or only for a night? 

Dare citizens enjoy sweet fun and 
Civil, cultured pursuits as if 


There might be no harm from the - 
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Narcissist the gaslighter? 

Or else, shall we sink - 

Isolated, self-doubting, self-hating, 
Scared to become more scared? 

Is there great abuse we dare not face that 


Thrives in hovel, disco, mansion, palace, School, factory, 
temple or... 


Anywhere? 
Shall there be no lasting transformations 
In a world of marvellous learning that 


Only gets botched up? 
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Barry Pittard: | am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. 
lama retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. | have broadcast 
on social just and world music themes on community radio. 
In the theatre, | worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, | am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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https://www.biznews.com/thought-leaders/2019/03/12/corruption- 


embedded-black-elite-circles 
THE UNTOUCHABLES 
we are the crew 

our arrests long overdue 
and there's nothing 
anyone else can do 

we are untouchable 
greedy and corrupt 

only interested in 
messing this whole country up 
we are the politicians 


money laundering physicians 
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the ruling party's force 

from honorable duties divorced 
we enforce 

our hidden agendas 

during expensive meetings 
and conference 

we can say with confidence 
we trample upon 

this country’s constitution 
rights and responsibilities 

all just an illusion 

our vision and mission 

is to make sure 

we acquire powerful positions 
SO we get to make 

reckless decisions 

we are untouchable 


no time for jail 
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nor bail 

riding the gravy train 

off its rails 

while we fail 

in our duty 

to attend to 

this country's economy 
creating no job opportunities 
a sad state of affairs 

in many communities 
we are the untouchables 
busy enriching our lives 
while we are busy 
stabbing each other 

in the back with knifes 


we are always above the law 


searching for more and more... 
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Bevan Boggenpoel: Boggenpoel completed a Baccalaureate 
in Education at the Nelson Mandela Metropolitan 
University. He launched his debut Anthology 1 December 
2016. The book was well received by the public and he sold 
200 copies locally. He is also an author at a South African 
website known as Litnet (Literature Network in South 
Africa). His poetry is written in a South African context that 
covers different issues in daily life. In his writings he strives 
to tell a story or teach a lesson that will inspire and 
motivate. He is currently a teacher at Bethelsdorp Road 
Primary in the northern areas of Port Elizabeth. 
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LOVE IN THE HIDING 
How come 

My words dry 

When | try 


To write a love poem! 


Why 
The seeds 


Refuse to sprout 
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Even in the care 


Of a fertile earth? 


Why 
The birds do not sing 
Even when the dawn 


Breaks into crimson? 


Where did my love go? 
Is it hiding in a secret cell 
Or has it been banished 


From my circle? 


No, 

Love cannot go. 

Perhaps it has fossilized 
Deep under the earth crust 


And some day 
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It will bloom 


As acrimson flower 


On the head of a grass blade. 


Bharati Nayak: | am a bilingual poet, critic and translator 
residing in Bhubaneswar, India. | work in the Government 
of Odisha. | have contributed to various national and 
international anthologies and e-books. | have also 
published three poetry books, two in English language and 
one in my mother tongue ODIA and worked as co-writer in 
two poetry Anthologies. | regularly write on on-line poetry 
site www.poemhunter.com where | am placed among the 
top 500 poets and offered the title ‘Poetic Basil’ for my 
contributions. 
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LAS CROABAS 

Plank by plank, 

the snowy egret 
approaches, stalking 


a crushed milk carton 


as a Sliver of moon 
drops, waiting 
between the fading light 


of today and the dropping 
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of night’s velvet 
curtain that reveals 
an array of stars 


uncensored by the glow 


of shopping centers. 
A chorus of coquis, 
playing percussion, 


ushers in evening. 
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Bill Cushing: For September, Bill Cushing returns to his time 
in Puerto Rico, specifically a few miles east of Luquillo Bach 
in Fajardo. For those unfamiliar with the coqui, it is an 
interesting creature in that, while it can survive in other 
parts of the world, it only reproduces in Puerto Rico, 
making it unique to the island. It is also said that the sound 
it makes at night is the first sound one notices when there 
and the first sound one misses when gone. 
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A SPECIAL PRAYER 

The silver streaks of dawn had yet not appeared 

To disperse the morbidity of the dark black night. 

He found himself racing towards the operation theater, 
Without thinking twice of the disease lurking around, 
Wearing his blue scrub and surgical gear 

He took a deep breath to make things clear. 

As a prayer sprung in his heart for the wellness 

of the patient in this nightmarish endeavor. 

His unflinching faith sparkled, 

like the instruments on the surgical table. 


Tightening the reins of his concentration and aligning all his 
senses, 


101 


He employs his surgical dexterousness to deftly make the 
incisions. 


And as the process complicated, deep down in his heart 
he prayed that his judgment should never blur, 
as a tear stealthily evaporated in the realm of his heart, 
earnestly hoping he had taken the right decision. 


Doing his best he went on to stitch the wounds with steady 
hands, 


his anxiety visibly oozed through his pores. 
Finally when over, his face lit up with satisfaction, 


Even as he realized he had missed his *fajar, zohar and 
asar. 


Looking towards the sky, he slowly muttered, 
‘Oh Master, | know this humble prayer of mine 
shall not go unanswered for sure, 

for you are the sole universal healer” 

and he slowly passed by , 


a pair of glowing wings following him in the dusk. 


*Fajar, zohar, asar: prayers performed at dawn, afternoon and evening. 
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Bilquis Fatima: She is an innate lover of nature and speaker 
for social issues, has allowed her feelings to be expressed 
as short writes and speeches from her college time. 
Although being a post-graduate in Chemistry, she has also 
mastered the skills of poetry appreciation and writing. Her 
poems reflecting the situations that are prevalent in the 
society, have been appreciated in some groups of poets 
and writers lately. 
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TO THE SEASHORE TODAY 

Today | had been to the sea beach, 

Saw the sea laid stretched beyond the eye's reach, 
Ripples came on dancing and touched my feet.. 
Ecstatic | was to see the sea... 

‘So enormously you spread, 

So deep is your fathom though, 


O Sea! Your heart is so big and you welcome us all, 
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Not being boastful at all... 

Our minds shed off worries at a glimpse of yours, 
We forget the weary day when we sit on your shore, 
Birds tweet sweet songs while encircling over, 
Waters leap and fondly curl, 

White surf waves play touch and go, 

With families making fun together...’ 

At a glance of yours 

My pride and pettiness dwindled, 


Mingled with your tides, and ebbed down deep, into your 
stretch and 


Vanished forever 
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Bishnu Charan Parida: | am a bilingual poet from Jajpur 
Road, Odisha. | love to write poems on nature, love, 
relationship and philosophy. My poems have been 
published in anthologies and magazines of national and 
international repute. | have been awarded on many literary 
platforms. 
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IT’S TIME TO GO 

again night turns into the day 

have | slept or just dreamed, | do not know 
such a strange feeling, and maybe just a dream 
nothing is what it seems to be 

should | kiss your tears 

or just pretend that nothing has happened 
maybe go away quietly closing the door behind me 
| want to stay and keep you forever in my arms 
| will start to caress your beautiful neck 

and kiss your pretty ear petal 


cold, | will pull the blanket up to your chin 
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| don't want you to be cool down my beloved 
now sleep my love, try to, please 

cuddle softly on to my shoulder 

| would like to stay, the thought flashed 


but | know that it's time for me to go 


Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak: She was born in Opole, 
Poland. In 2004 in search of work migrated to Great Britain, 
where she lives. She published seven volumes of poetry; 
four in Polish and three in English. She also writes prose 
and released a novel and a few short story collections. Her 
work may be found in numerous worldwide anthologies 
and magazines. Winner of many poetry competitions. 


108 


Proud holder of many diplomas, awards, and distinctions. 
Member of Union of Polish Writer's Abroad, Polish Authors’ 
Association, and Association of American Poets. Her poetry 
was translated into English, French, Spanish, Swedish, 
Russian, Arabic, Telugu, Bengali, Norwegian, Albanian, 
Swahili, Philippine, Serbian. 
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SATI 

In her burgundy eyes, 
death dances, 

as she stands in trance, 


a stupor of a statue. 


Her hair a hanging orchard of blackberries, 


she smells of the smoke of fire, 


her husband’s funeral flames burning beside. 
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In the name of ‘sati’, 
yet another bugle from the pyres 


of her husband’s baritone black smokes. 
Rusted notions in rustic India, 

in the twenty-first century, 

parading on pride 


of women as ‘Devis’ and ‘Lakshmis.’ 


A paradox? 
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Brindha Vinodh: | hold a Masters in Econometrics from the 
University of Madras, but | am a writer within. | have 
worked as a copyeditor and a freelancer in the e-publishing 
industry. My poems and short stories have appeared 
regularly in magazines, e-zines and web journals, and my 
poems in two anthologies are due for publication shortly. 
My latest published poems include ‘The other side of life’ 
and ‘The underrated Indian homemaker’. | currently reside 
in the United States of America with my husband and two 
children. 
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THE UNTRODDEN PATH 

(1) 

Sitting on the edge of the forests 
Dark, deep and dense 

| glimpse the untrodden path 
That leads me through, 

(2) 

Obdurate is the mind 


Reluctant to tread the path 
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And soul! Eager and elated 

To set out on this new journey. 
(3) 

A mellifluous voice comes floating 
The whole being is vibrated 

And whispers — sotto voce 
Nothing to lose. 

(4) 

Hopes for seeing Him 

At the end of the journey 

Keeps the lone bird warm 

And poised too. 

(5) 

His luminous presence within 
Brings down the curtain on worldly illusion 
Eternal bliss abounds 


No stir afterwards. 
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B.S.Tyagi: He comes from India. He writes in both Hindi and 
English. He has several books- fiction and non-fiction to his 
credit. His poems have been included in_ several 
anthologies. He writes short stories which regularly appear 
in national and international literary magazines. His write- 
ups and poems have appeared in national and international 
magazines. Besides, he has translated four books of poems. 
He shies away from public celebrations and prizes. Inner 
bliss he is showered upon through creativity is the greatest 
prize. 
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SILENT WORDS 

Imprisoned by my own poem 
Plain-speech slang 

Circled Barbed wires 


Contain pools of grammar 


Poetry is a constructed conversation 
On the frontier 
Of word dreaming and 


silence on paper. 
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Speechless in a world 
Of riotous birdsong 
A sense of being caught 


In a future temporal myth. 


Carl Scharwath: He has appeared globally with 150+ 
journals selecting his poetry, short stories, interviews, 
essays, plays or art photography (His photography was 
featured on the cover of 6 journals.) Two poetry books 
‘Journey To Become Forgotten’ (Kind of a Hurricane 
Press).and ‘Abandoned’ (ScarsTv) have been published. His 
first photography book was recently published by Praxis. 
Carl is the art editor for Minute Magazine, a competitive 
runner and 2nd degree black- belt in Taekwondo. 
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The deer stopped the tiger on the tracks 

stop she said 

aren't you ashamed to chase and kill and then eat 
is this courage and valor 

feed on grass now on 

that is dharma- practice kindness 

tiger had a hearty laughter 

would eat grass if | could 

eat and digest if it was possible 


cannot 
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that is nature 

my dear 

| cannot convert or change sides like humans do 
if you feel so bad 

| offer myself 


why don't you try and eat me instead. 


the deer stood frozen. 


Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. He writes poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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ST BRANNOC’S CHAPEL 

A little chapel snug upon a hill, 

With Stations of the Cross like ship port-holes 
Those wooden pews a handful could half-fill, 
A window viewing those electric poles 

Three like Christ and the thieves that Friday 
Which we call good. True it is unheated 

In winter, the pool is not quite safe they say 
For unguarded infants but we're treated 

By the Virgin Mary stood by her pond. 


I'll miss the statues. The place will be closed 
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The world has lost a place where prayer was fond 
Too many challenges logistics posed. 

Here eternity has embraced with time 

Baptism, marriage and death. Time is short 
Eternity endures, to graves we climb 


Then we shall see what once this chapel taught. 
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Christopher Villiers: | am a poet residing in Braunton, 
England. | work as a writer. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published three volumes of 
poetry. 
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DARE TO PASS 


| was walking the Paseo de la Isla from the Arco de 
Santamaria to the Puente de Malatos “the Lepers, Sick, 
Gafos’ Bridge”, when | was passed by a Soul in Pain (Alma 
en Pena) with the gait of a whore-bag, who was sinking her 
tooth into a piece of raw thigh plucked, on a whim, from a 
duck from the Bridge of Besson. | got to see the poor duck, 
returning to the water, which was limping. 


| followed her and she took me to the entrance door of the 
Hermitage of San Amaro “El Melonar de San Amaro” (St. 
Amarus’ melon field) by the heads of melons or skulls of 
the Camino de Santiago (Santiago’s Road) who died and 
died on their way to Burgos for winning the promised 
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indulgences for the papacy, where she stood, turning to 
me, saying: 


-By your breath and breathing in my neck, | have noticed 
that you followed me like an old green pooch, out of your 
ass, and more of the fly. 


| was a little dazed and dazed, but, seeing that fresh green 
of melon, of stupidity and religious folly inside the 
hermitage, | dared to go with her. 


Daniel de Culla: | am a Daniel de Culla, poet, writer, etc., 
residing in Burgos, Spain. | am retired. | have also published 
poetry, anthologies more than seventy. 
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ANGEL 
Within a few weeks of the divorce, 
the mutated ex had married a Nigerian. 


She left our country and took our children away to the 
home of the conquerors. 


Malicious lies about me spread to the neighbours, to our 
friends, to our children, to strangers. 


Demonising for exoneration is an ancient strategy. 


My home, my life, my work became cold and empty. 


| was alone, bereft, broken, ruined and humiliated. 
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Bedraggled, | emerged from the numbing pit of the anti- 
depressant, a zombie. 


For years | had been unable to write, unable to think, 
unable to feel, unable to love. 


But | decided to reject the life- saving crutch. 


| stopped using the medication. 


At the singles party, inside a Caucasian cauldron of 
rejection, a brave beauty dared to dance with a dark 
stranger. 


She let me hold her close. 
Her blonde head came to rest on my shoulder. 


Warmth and kindness flowed over me, a divine shower of 
love. 


Her soft voice soothed my shattered soul. 
Her pink cheek nestled against my ebony face. 


She had not been schooled in South Africa. 
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Suddenly | was not alone. 

The nightmare was over. 

Her ardour, integrity, wisdom and respect embraced me. 
Within a few weeks of passionate daily loving, 

The angel asked the question that epitomised her: 

She whispered, as she held me, 

her blue eyes twinkling, 


“Am | your lady?” 
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Deena Padayachee: He is a South African Author and Poet, 
residing in Durban. He works as a primary care physician. 
His writing has been included in various international and 
South African anthologies including the Readers’ Digest’s 
BEST SOUTH AFRICAN SHORT STORIES. Three of his books 
have been published. The English academy of Southern 
Africa awarded the author the Olive Schreiner prize for 
prose; The Congress of South African Writers has awarded 
the doctor the Nadine Gordimer prize for prose. 
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JUST ABOUT A SMILE 

A smile 

That’s all it takes 

To light up the sky. 

Give a little 

To all you can 

One ata time. 

A bunch of roses 

Or helping someone blind 
To cross the road, 


A heart-shaped chocolate 
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Or treating someone hungry 
With a memorable meal, 

A diamond ring 

Or helping someone unknown 
To pay her bills, 

All are the same 

To make someone smile. 

Gift a smile 

To all you can 


One ata time. 
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Dipankar Sarkar: Poetry is the only soulmate | have. | find 
solace in poetry when my heart bleeds. Poetry comes to me 
completely unannounced, without a notice. | wake up 
sometimes, out of an altered reality or out of a daydream, 
and voila, words just start flowing out of nowhere and 
completely inundate me, forcing me to live an experience 
of writing. | am not a regular poet, but poetry is the only 
soulmate | have, who understands the real me. 
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THROUGH YOUR EYES 


Nature’s Canvass — Lush green melts into vanilla creams, 
topped with earthy rust 


edges, announcing the strokes of autumn to prepare us for 
a show stopping colour 


exhibition. Ochre hints evoke memories of Morocco. A 
splash of lemon yellow reflects a 
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nightly autumnal halo, as the liquid sun develops sunsets of 
mustard, sweeping across 


grenadine skies. Charcoal clouds signal winter’s advance as 
the fading sun illuminates 


the edges with diamond cut reflections. After a dormant 
deep slumber, the grey of 


winter gives way to Turkish carpets of floral frescoes, 
delivering a splendid palette of 


artistic wonder favoured by Klimt. He wore its colours on 
lavish kaftans, whilst creating 


shimmering golden tapestries, reflecting melting sunrise 
splendour. Copper morning 


skies promise infinite summer surprises, where feather 
light marble clouds quickly melt 


from the heat like candyfloss, whilst the crystal moon bows 
away to bright syrup days. 


Echoes — The first notes of a newborn baby fill the air with a 
cacophony of new sounds 


accompanied by an ecstatic mother joining in the 
celebratory trumpeting, announcing a 
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new soul into this life. The echoing of a child’s laughter, 
filling the air with innocent 


playfulness and intoxicating happiness, affecting all who are 
blessed to hear it. The 


gentle rush of water over ancient mountain stones, like 
bells tolling the whispers of 


angels to soothe our earthly pain, from the loss of loved 
ones — Their earthly legacy 


now blessed with a divine healing and encompassing light. 
It permeates into our 


dreams each dark night, illuminating our lingering sadness, 
ensuring our inner peace. 


The devastating roar of a forest fire, sweeping through 
trees as old as time, like the roar 


of a thousand earthquakes, then our poignant joy in the 
aftermath, at the sight of new 


growth, even amongst a city of dead trees, ensuring 
longevity for millennia. 
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Visions — You see a street beggar as an unhygienic nuisance, 
| see a lonely discarded 


human being stripped of pride and self-worth, due to the 
failing of mankind to embrace 


each other in love, mutual respect and understanding. You 
see a blind person as 


disabled, | see someone who listens more intensely, who 
unlocks deeper emotions and 


who values the gift of precious sight. They see a blank 
canvass, we see a masterpiece. 


Through Your Eyes — | have discovered new places. | have 
ventured into the unknown 


| have seen the joy and heartache of this life. | have 
changed. | have evolved. You have 


inspired me, gave me new vision. | am humbled for being 
alive. | now know love. 
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Don Beukes: He is a South African and British writer. He is 
the author of ‘The Salamander Chronicles’ (CTU) and ‘Icarus 
Rising-Volume 1’ (ABP), an ekphrastic collection. He taught 
English and Geography in both South Africa and the UK. His 
poetry has been anthologized in numerous collections and 
translated into Afrikaans, Persian, French and Albanian. He 
was nominated by Roxana Nastase, editor of Scarlet Leaf 
Review for the 'Best of the Net’ in 2017 as well as the 
Pushcart Poetry Prize (USA) in 2016. He was published in 
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his first SA Anthology ‘In Pursuit of Poetic Perfection’ in 
2018 (Libbo Publishers) and his second 'Cape Sounds’ in 
2019 (Gavin Joachims Publishing). He is also an amateur 
photographer and his debut Photographic publication 
appeared in Spirit Fire Review in June 2019. His new book, 
‘Sic Transit Gloria Mundi'/Thus Passes the Glory of this 
World’ is due to be published by Concrete Mist Press. 


Raquel Soriano Gil: She is a young painter and 
Ophthalmologist born in Yecla (Spain), December 1992. In 
her work, inspired in nature, colour and light are the main 
protagonists and chance plays also an important part 
during the creation. She hopes to open a window in each 
canvas. Also, she has made realistic drawings, focused on 
human gaze, with the purpose of reflecting the importance 
of the care of sight and humenize medicine. Recently, she 
has been a finalist in the competition “Miradas 2020” of the 
Jorge Alid foundation. 


Links: 


Instagram: @r_aquelsoriano 
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DUCK TAPE AND CHICKEN WIRE 
(for Fancy Nancy) 

A man can fix anything 

with duck tape and chicken wire 
except for a broken heart 

and a field of wheat on fire. 

The crop will grow back again 


but the heart will never mend. 
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It sez that most of the poems ever rit are bout love, so i 
figgered love pomes must be the easiest ones to do. But 
wen i tried, i failed tremendusly. The problem is that wen i 
fell in love i fell in love with a woman who never loved me, 
so i can’t rite a proper love poem. I’ve never got over the 
pain and the loss, but tho it naws at me wenever | think of 
her i just can’t put it into words. Maybe that’s why there 
are so many love pomes — hardly anyone has figgered out 
how to do em rite. Or maybe wen I’m older and in love 
again I'll be able to do better. Maybe | shud just stick to 
farmin. At least | understand cats in heet and the fazes of 
the moon and how to plant and harvest different crops. 
That parts eazy cause i dun it all my life. | guess the pattern 
of the rootine is kind of a pome in itself that maybe | can 
handle better than the mistery of the heart. 
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Duane Vorhees: He grew up in rural Ohio, fell in love, went 
to school, fell in love, stuck his toe on bits of four 
continents, fell in love, taught and learned various subjects, 
fell in love, grew chronologically and physically. Fell in love, 
fell in love fell in love. ‘Love's Autobiography’ is the first 
part of a longer meditation, ‘The Many Loves of Duane 
Vorhees’. It is based on a lifetime of observation, 
imagination, introspection, experience, and fantasy. 
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LIFE AND DEATH 

A white carapace of tortoise 
Lying abandoned, on the beach 
And there is a Garland elongated 
In the neck of a She goat flirted 
The true plots of life remain 
Immeasurable and hidden 

And there is dancing in me 

A voice of attachment can be 
One Queen dances in my heart 


Wavering and replies in curt 
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Next Queen dwells on land rain 
Last Queen calls from heaven 

| am voluble and loguacity inside 
But wear a stern face outside 
Counting the feet | ever walk 

On the way oft, | stumble a rock 
Intolerant in a sign of ominous 
Hate and self-chuckles obvious 
Playing waves in the cold breeze 


And the life may about to seize 
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Dusmanta Choudhury: He is a poet residing in Jeypore, in 
the district of Koraput, Odisha, India. He a Lecturer in 
English in Dr.B.R.Ambedkar Jr. College, Lamtaput in Koraput 
district in the Department of Higher Education Government 
of Odisha. He has contributed to various anthologies. He 
has recently got the Honour of Pentasi B World Featured 
Poet 2020 Honour. He is also a member of the Pentasi B 
world Friendship Poetry, The Tunisian Asian Poetry, The 
Poetry Society, The World Nation's Writers Union, The 
Love, The Global Literary Society, The Namaste ink an 
Author's Manifesto, etc. He has also published many Odia 
and English poems. 
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DUPLICATE 

Translated by Artur Komoter 

At dawn you read her body, 

you studied the crannies of pleasure, 
to be able to dance tango 

in the dark. 

You wanted to know everything. 

You were afraid 

that once again it will fly away like 


a skittish bird. 
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Naked love 
does not ask about the rules. 
It shows appetite to the world, 


which also likes mysteries. 


She 


— he whispered to the stars — 


was again only a duplicate of desires. 
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Eliza Segiet: She graduated with a Master’s degree in 
Philosophy and completed postgraduate studies in Cultural 
Knowledge, Philosophy, Arts and Literature at Jagiellonian 
University. Author’s poem ‘Questions and Sea of Mists’ 
won the title of the International Publication of the Year 
2017 and 2018 in Spillwords Press. Nominated for the 
Pushcart Prize 2019 (USA, November 2019), Nominee for 
Naji Naaman Literary Prize 2020). Nominated for the 
iWoman Global Awards 2020. Author's works can be found 
in anthologies and literary magazines worldwide. 
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A GLOBAL PRESENCE 

Basked in the capacity of living things 

We will record the speeches, gentle and courageous. 
Impressive and occasionally tedious, 

Supplied by the sigh of an afterlife 

Our thoughts weigh on the shadowy sympathies 
Rained daily, drawing the young, disregarded, 


To stop in the presence of wisdom. 
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Ferris E Jones: He writes poetry and screenplays from his 
residence in Puyallup, Washington. His work has been 
published in Se La Vie Writers Journal, Write on Magazine, 
Outlaw Poetry, Degenerate Literature 17, Tuck Magazine, 
The Literary Hatchet, Warriors with Wings and other 
literary periodicals. He is the recipient of two Grants from 
the Nevada Arts Council and published several collections 
of poetry, including To Burning Man, Oh the Path that 
Followed and As the Toad Sleeps. You can learn more about 
Ferris E. Jones by visiting www.inquisitionpoetry.com 
where each month he features the work of other poets. 
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LESS OF A WOMAN? 
lam not exotic 


Nor am | neurotic 


| do not have blue eyes 


| do not have golden hair 


Having some hair is enough at this point, | believe 
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lam not 20 
In am not 30 
Not even 40 


Nor have | reached that point where wrinkles become the 
certificate 


Of my struggles 
Of my character 
Of my endurance 
Of my wisdom 


And | would feel good about the certificates 


| hate cooking when | am told to cook 


“Who burps the loudest’ is my favourite sport 


| give adamn about Ram 


For | have my own kingdom 


150 


My favourite god is the one who has no stories about his 
sexual prowess or being kind to women by sticking to just 
one 


And no! | do not have a favorite goddess just because | am 
a woman 


| do not come from the parts of the world 
Where women are taught witchcraft 


Or tricks of being a superwoman 


lam happy with my two arms, no more please! 


As itis the wise men and women have always said “lalach 
boori bala hai” 


, 


Note: A commonly used Hindi saying which means ‘greed is a great curse’. 
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Gauri Dixit: When not busy working in her office, she is 
busy being a traveller, climbing mountains, walking on 
untrodden paths, capturing the voice of a solitary flower 
blossoming from a rock or the bird sitting on a hanging 
branch, sometimes the setting sun or the sea in her camera 
as well as in the words she weaves. Her poems speak in a 
voice which is unique, cold and direct. That she has been a 
part of many anthologies as well as a Reuel Prize awardee 
and had commendable mention at Destiny's Poet is 
incidental. In her first book, ‘In My Skin, | Find Freedom’, 
there are poems on varied subjects, yet there is a common 
thread of a skeptical questioning mind of a free woman. 
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INTANGIBLE 

In the tangible world outside 

There are less things that could scare her 

It is her world unmasked...under a veneer of calm 
Where she feels scared about getting too less 
When she is in need of so much!! 

It was her own expectations and fear 


that make her vulnerable 
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Yet she is adept in pretending as if she never needs 
anything 


Is it easy to crave outside what you need? 
Or is it better not to long for anything? 
An endless search ends in oblivion 

Life... love... bonding... friendship 

These are the words that sound beautiful 


But to handle the crisis they create there is hardly a way 
found 


Just like a silhouette in pale light 
She stands nourishing an elysian dream 
Her feet get hit by strong tidal waves of a stormy sea 


But her soul yearns for a solitary repose in the silent shore 
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Gayatree G. Lahon: Gayatree is poet and a teacher from 
Assam. Nature is a great inspiration for her. According to 
her, poetry is a celebration of life in its myriad shades. Her 
poems have been published in many national and 
international anthologies and e-magazines. 
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THROUGH THE WINDOW 
Sometimes 

only sometimes 

skies open 

letting in 

a gentle breeze 

bending the grass 

against cool waters 

of a lake 


shimmering 
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in the light 


of a descending sun 


Only sometimes 
you hear 

leaves rustle 

on swaying trees 
in your strength 
infinite 

warming hearts 
in the lightness 
of happiness 


unbound 


And, only sometimes 
a soul, quiet 
stays calm 


among tribulations 


of the mind 

restless, wild, 

a monkey 

untamed, untethered, 
waiting for release 


every moment 


Only sometimes. 
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Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. 
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DREAM 

When I’m a deep river 

| mirror everything that floats above, 
Even when it doesn’t touch my fluidity, 


| change my hues from jade to emerald to onyx and 
malachite, 


| feel the warmth of my blood soaking life all around me, 
When I’m a deep river | don’t gush and bound, 

| stay still just lapping smoothly along the banks, 

Muffling all the din in the insulation of my ripple free skin, 


Then the sky spreads itself on me till | feel like a lagoon of 
translucency, 
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Where turquoises, sapphires, opals of marble orbs and lapiz 
lazuli tingles my consciousness. 


And when I’m a deep river | taste the slush, the loam, the 
sand and the smoothened pebbles, 


And | hug the earth that lets me flow as poetry liberates 
itself, 


To reflect in me the grey of rain clouds, 


When I’m a deep river | know it’s all a dream. 
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Geethanjali Dilip: Geethanjali takes her name seriously and 
evolves as a handful of songs. A French teacher by 
profession she contributes to several ezines and blogs. She 
is a recipient of The Reuel International award for Poetry 
2017 and also the meritorious award for commendable 
mention in Great Indian Poetry Contest 2018. Residing at 
Salem, India, Geeth believes that poetry connects and 
moves the world. 
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STILL RAINING 

| can hear the pitter-patter over the tiles 
of the small room that houses 

the watchman's meagre belongings 

the plop as a drop fell off my window pane 
the gurgling through the pipes overflowing 
someone is walking with gumboots 

one step ata time 

through the water pool that's accumulated 
outside my front door 

and | can gauge the amount of water 


by the sound of water between each step 
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how long it has rained 

by when the chorus of mating frogs begins 
Ah, on this dark night 

Rain my sole companion 

Soon | shall be curled up in bed 

and from within the comfort of my blankets 

| shall hear the pitter-patter, plops and drops 


as it rains all night. 


Glory Sasikala: She is a poet, writer, and publisher residing 


currently in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and 


Publisher of the monthly poetry and prose magazine 


‘“GloMag’ and is the administrator of the ‘GloMag Group’ on 


Facebook. 
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EVOLUTION OF MY SOUL 

if i could measure eternity 

i would find the immortality of my soul 
hidden somewhere in the secret 


realms of birth and death 


if i could see beyond the cosmos 
then i would have attained oneness 
with the universe, with my mind alone 


and unearthed the secrets of my soul 
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| walk in the meadows 

i listen to the wind rustling 

amongst the leaves in the trees 

| look with intrusive eyes 

and i find reverence in natures rituals 
as if it is somehow giving 


benevolence to my weary soul 


if | could stroll along the milky way 
across the entire galaxy 

home to a trillion billion brilliant stars 
| would undoubtedly be 

walking amongst the gods 

from ancient mythology 

and my soul will symbolize infinity 


then | will have attained absolute Nirvana 
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i want my spirit to evolve 

find the core of my moral precepts 
engraving my own signature 

like a craftsman to a work of art 
and feel the sheer joy 

of creating something 

of everlasting beauty 

that i can leave behind 

to an ever darkening world 

that is my undying wish 


that would be my enduring legacy 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the 
Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, 
and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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DISCOURSE 
Tonight, the air plucks the stories 


we sit in silence, shadows falling. 


The darkness coming in fast, searching 


for the stolen light which is dark blue. 


Let no love poem accommodates the moon 


it will fall down without knowing how. 
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Secrete things confide and they prevail 


then they reveal themselves at the parapet. 


This has been an autumn of beetles 


the scattered stars close their petals, 


Nobody listens anymore to those old melodies 


they are drunk with our téte-a-tétes. 


The moment of truth comes well after the dawn 


without anybody’s knowledge. 
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Gopal Lahiri: | am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and 
translator residing in Kolkata. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published nine volumes of poetry 
in English and eight volumes in Bengali. In addition, | have 
also jointly edited two anthologies of poems in English and 
also have one translation work of short stories of Israel, 
translated by me from English to Bengali. | have recently 
edited a book on selected songs of Tagore translated in 
English. | am currently editing a collection of poems titled 
‘JJallianwala Bagh-Poetic Attributes’. 
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TRUTH UNTRUTH 
Original: Assamese: Guna Moran 


Translation: Bibekananda Choudhury 
Truth and untruth 

Were walking together 

A fight broke out 


On the way 


Truth reacted angrily 


When | see you 
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The woeful faces of 
The young widows of war 
And the innocent faces of the wretched children 


Comes fleeting in my mind 


| stall my steps 


You move forward 


You are darkness 
You are dreaded 


Your vanity doubles 


lam light 


lam revered 


| hold patience 


You are annihilator 


You are born to destroy 
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lam creator 


lam born to create 


Destruction occurs only after creation 


Everything created does not get destroyed 


You are hunger 
You are temptation 


You have innumerable friends 


lam wisdom 


lam power 


| am the lonely Sun 
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Guna Moran: He is an Assamese poet and critic. His poems 
are being translated into Italian and France language and 
have been published in various national and international 
magazines, journals, websites, newspapers such as The 
Tuck magazine, Spillword, The Merak magazine, The Setu 
magazine, Story Mirror, The Poem Hunter, The Sentinal, 
The Hills Times, Best Poetry and so on. 
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GHAZAL 
O my soul, where can | find rest under this moon light? 


but in the love of her heart, not as a guest under this moon 
light. 


Where can | see the pure light of the Sun 
but in my own eyes, 


Day and night | will roam for your sight, in my chest under 
this moon light. 
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No doubt | follow the religion of Love in every step, 


This is my true faith. | will go to the furthest under this 
moon light. 


Yes | do surrender, lose myself completely to untie the 
chains, 


So to return to the root of my own soul with a request 
under this moon light. 


Oh my heart, how long will you suffer in the path of 
desperation? 


Come and find mine of gold under your feet. The purest 
under this moon light. 


The two worlds are joyous 
because of you, don't stay without me, 


Don't go to the next world yet, the sun drowned in the west 
under this moon light. 
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Imran Yousuf: Imran Yousuf is a Poet/Writer/Columnist/ 
Translator from Kashmir, India. Currently working as 
Columnist and Journalist, he has contributed his poems to 
various reputed magazines, journals and _ international 
anthologies. He has co-authored more than 10 anthologies 
and has also written a series of articles, about the great Sufi 
Poets of the Kashmir Valley (starting from 14th century), 
which were published across various newspapers and 
magazines and now being compiled into a book (to be 
launched soon). He is presently engaged in interviewing the 
current generation of great poets from the Kashmir valley. 
The articles will also be compiled and given the shape of a 
book soon. 
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THE LAST SUNFLOWER 
In quarantine 
| miss sunflowers 


and think of hope. 


| take up crayons 

and color in yellow petals 
on walls. 

| imprint my despair 

in bright flower patterns, 


blindly searching to turn 
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toward the sun 

scorching the migrant worker's 
back in the month of May. 
Sadness clings to me like 

the rats gnawing on a rope 

of hunger heavy with a 

wailing child. 

| color in the last sunflower 

on my wall; 


it sets my home on fire. 
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Jagari Mukherjee: She holds an MA in English Language 
and Literature from University of Pune, and was awarded a 
gold medal and several prizes by the University for excelling 
in her discipline. Her poems and other creative pieces have 
been published in different venues both in India and 
abroad. She is a Best of the Net 2018 nominee, a DAAD 
scholar from Technical University, Dresden, Germany, a 
Bear River alumna, and the winner of the Poeisis Award for 
Excellence in Poetry 2019, among other awards. She 
recently won the Reuel International Prize For Poetry 2019. 
Her chapbook Between Pages was published by Cherry- 
House Press, Illinois, USA, in June 2019. She is currently 
pursuing her PhD from Seacom Skills University, Bolpur, 
India. 
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MATURITY 

It’s when maturity strikes 

You realise the essence of peace 

You dwell in the essence of present 
You embrace the essence of humanity 
You understand how to react 

You propose your own views 

You respect others and their thoughts 
You manage all the trials and tribulations 
You decide to continue to flow 

You feel the flow of life as it is 


You tend to be authentic and true 


182 


You accept what you really are 
You start loving your quirks 

You get to know your affiliation 
You experience your true potential 
Only when you are mature 


You know what maturity exactly is!! 


Jayant Singhal: | am a writer residing in Delhi, India. | am an 
Economics graduate. | have contributed to various 
anthologies in the past. 
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AUTUMN NOTES 
Bright leaves gleaming 
in sunshine tumbling 


through an Alice blue sky. 


Carpets of red yellow brown 


foliage unfurls before us. 
Walking through trails of trees 
becoming spellbound by 


leafy giants towering over us. 
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Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in numerous 


literary magazines and anthologies. She has four Best of the 
Net nominations. 
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FLAMELESS FIRE 

Night after night 

splendid sleeplessness in empty plight 
has sharpened the stars; 


Or how could darkness glow so bright! 


Let all your pains throb 


in the warm embrace of my love. 
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Your bloodstream thrives with many a pain flakes, 


that swarm helplessly to bedeck ache. 


You remain the flameless fire 
where my smouldering sleep respire; 
| yearn to breathe your pains 


seeping blue through my empty veins. 


Your tears | cry in agony, 
untamed pain gets chained in a harmony; 
my passionate stare will hold you close 


like two loving skeletons lost in a doze. 


Our empty eye sockets will bloom, 
thousand exotic springs will break the gloom; 
death gone astray, - decay will be aghast, 


when our entwined skeletons will crumble to dust. 


187 


Kakoli Ghosh: She is a poet/short story writer from 
Durgapur, West Bengal, India. She wears many hats—a 
freelance writer, painter, beauty advisor and jewellery 
designer and has a keen interest in music and art in 
general. Apart from contributing to various anthologies, she 
has also published a poetry book. 
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THE RIVER OF WORDS 

| met a river of words 

As on a stroll | went one day... 

We said hello and strolled on together, 


A friendly banter flowing... 


“Why, you are so gentle, while the other day 
You were quite wild”, said |... 

Quoth he: “A million molecules of water am | 
A million moods”... 

“From upon the hill | come in a downpour 


Like a wild lion’s roar... 
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Like a gentle gazelle 

| nimbly slope into the woods.. 
Like a sturdy horse's canter 

| toss my foamy mane, 

Down into valley and plain... 

A courier of the Earth am I, 
For | carry the melted snow in my full-bodied milky self... 
And the rich silt for the crops is my gift too, 

I'm the fish-whisperer, ferrying them long-distance. 
And the home of algae... 

Care you to join me or my adventures?" 

"No, thank you, River", said |, for my home had come... 


"I'll see you by the Sea, then, at the end of my life...”, it 
said... 


“Oh, it’s not an end though, I’ll wave goodbye’, said I. 


It was a great conversation, indeed. 


That morning, with a river. 
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Kamar Sultana Sheik: She is a poet, writing mostly on 
themes of spirituality, mysticism, and nature with a focus in 
Sufi Poetry. Her professional career spanning 18 years has 
been in various organizations and Institutions including the 
IT sector. She is a self-styled life coach and has currently 
taken a break to focus on her writing full-time. Sultana has 
contributed to various anthologies and won several prizes 
in poetry contests. A green enthusiast, blogger and 
content-writer, Sultana calls herself a wordsmith. 
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ARBOR OF WISTERIA AND CLEMATIS 
| reflect upon lavender Wisteria; 
lilacs and lonely white gardenias. 

| uncover a grand butterfly bush; 
Quoth the Nepeta, 'keep to the path’. 
Those shrubby pussy willows bloom, 
burning felt deep within the Clematis. 
What could be more purely aglow? 
Pumpkins sit by bundled corn husks. 
Only this and a Thimble-berry pie. 


A perched a crow is upon the arbor 
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craving the bi-colored, Sunday bonnet. 
A harlequin colored sky now aflame; 
The rooster never asked for the time. 
Orange bells fall from the trumpet vine, 
a kiss of frost caresses a naked leaf. 
Leaves soar and spin as north winds 


shake the arbor of wisteria and clematis. 


Ken Allan Dronsfield: Ken Allan Dronsfield is a disabled 
veteran and prize winning poet from New Hampshire, now 
residing in Oklahoma. A proud member of the Poetry 
Society of New Hampshire, he has five poetry collections to 
date; ‘The Cellaring', 'A Taint of Pity', ‘Zephyr's Whisper’, 
‘The Cellaring, Second Edition’ and ‘Sonnets and Scribbles’. 
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Ken's been nominated three times for the Pushcart Prize 
and six times for Best of the Net. He was First Prize Winner 
for the 2018 and 2019, Realistic Poetry International Nature 
Poetry Contests. He has recently begun producing Creative 
Content on his YouTube channel and has had wonderful 
success sharing his poetry. Ken loves’ writing, 
thunderstorms, and spending time with his cats Willa and 
Yumpy. 
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jis Desh Mein Ganga... 
= 


Translation of song 'Honthon pe sachai rehti hai' from Hindi movie ‘Jis Desh 
Mein Ganga Rehti Hain’) 


Ours is the land of the Ganga 
Truth should dwell on our lips 


Our heart should be full of purity 


Our guests are dearer than our lives 
We do not desire much 
We carry on with the minimum 


We preserve Mother Earth for our children 


SS 


We are comfortable with all weathers 


We live in the land of the Ganga 


There are some among us 

who know so much they depreciate humanity 
Shouldn’t we have a way of life 

in which everyone is valuable 

Let's live together and love each other 


That's sure to sustain us in the long run 


We learn from every culture 

We accept outsiders as our own 
Let's not become so materialistic 
that we would worship money 
We're not shy of telling the world 
We're from the land of the Ganga 
where truth dwells on our lips 


where our heart is full of purity 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur 
writer, who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, 
the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and 
avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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THE PINK CYNIC 

| try... 

To speak words that describe, 
The kaleidoscope in my mind, 
Dusty, untamed and restless, 


Rotating soundlessly. 


The ache between the shoulder blades hurt. 
Edges of protests tucked and pushed away 
Into convenient corners, buzz a protest. 

The heart too, impatient, knocks and flutters, 


Buffeted at last by a storm of pushed aside emotions. 
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Cataclysmic isolation, 

In a self-imposed desert, 

Where true colours of people bloom, and masks unveiled, 
Affirmations are not easily understood, 


Grow into pain giving thorns instead. 


How many times does one fold, 
And refold the self, 

Internalize, 

Immobilize pain... 


While chapters of life, yellowing parchments, flutter in the 
breeze? 


In an intimate space, 

Hidden away, 

Decorated with haunting musical notes, 
A fading rose hued page 


Still flutters in the breeze! 


199 


Ketaki Mazumdar: | am a poet, a dreamer and an author. | 
reside in Mumbai, India, but grew up in Kolkata. After an 
amazing thirty-six years of being an educationist, receiving 
a National Award from the then President, Dr. Abdul Kalam, 
| now indulge in my passion for writing poetry and 
authoring children's books. | have contributed my poems to 
many poetry sites and authored a boutique book of 
hundred poems, for private circulation. | continue to learn, 
be awed by nature's beauty and mystery, human 
relationships and the spirituality of life and death. 


200 


YOU ARE GREAT, OH GOD 

It was not a tiny brook 

where little kids played merrily. 
Instead, you threw me 

to the violent river 


and | learnt to swim! 


You made me reserved 


and | loved silence! 


| was kept away from 
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the mirth of youth. 


and | fell in love with my letters. 


You always hid thorns 
on my way. 


Still | kept on walking!! 


You denied me colors, 


but | never waited for a rainbow! 


Now, | see green curtains, 


Sounds of pain, the icy fingers of nurses and the blow of 
fate. 


Still, | feel ...feel 
the warmth of a cocoon! 


You are GREAT, oh God! 
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How could you foresee 


what awaited me in future 


and mould me for it??!!! 


Leena Pradeep: | am working as a teacher in a Government 
school in Thrissur district, Kerala. Teaching and writing 
poetry, | believe, keep me alive. My poetry is the reflection 
of my inner self. 
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CEASE FIRE 

| urge you 

to please stop the shooting 
why not try 


a brand new thing 


try Jesus 
who is the giver of life 
something you won’t ever find 


in Chris, Carl or Clive 
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they might drop you 
along the way 
Jesus on the other hand ‘never’ 


because He's the Truth, Life and Way 


stop killing each other’s 
fathers, mothers, 
nieces, nephews, 


sisters and brothers 


we should be a lover of life 
not being a hater 
all of us were created 


by God Almighty our Creator 


get rid of that anger and rage 


and put down those guns 
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become a good example 


to your daughters and sons 


turn your back on what’s leading to eternal death 
make a life-changing choice 

don’t listen to the enemy’s noise 

listen to Jesus 


that sweet still voice 


don’t allow the devil to deceive you 
he is a liar 
he just wants to misuse you 


so once again | plea that you cease fire 
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Leroy Abrahams: He lives in South Africa, Port Elizabeth, 
Helenvale. He currently works as a Spot Welder at a Motor 
Industry Firm. He is a Published Author and enjoys writing 
poetry. His first book entitled, “Verse en Inspirasie’ was 
published by Selwyn Milborrow (Milborrow Media). His 
second book entitled, “Testimony in Poetry’ was published 
by Bevan Boggenpoel, and the third book entitled, ‘In 
Pursuit of Poetic Perfection,’ which he wrote together with 
Bevan Boggenpoel, Selwyn Milborrow, and Don Beukes was 
published by Milborrow Media. His poetry describes 
himself and how God has transformed his life. He is also a 
member of a Master Class group of writers as well as 
Afrikaanse Digters. 
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A LEAP OF FAITH 
A bridge 
A dawn 


A shower of tears falling. 


A bridge 

A dawn 

A jump 

A leap of faith 


For the end of torment. 
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Linda Imbler: | am a poet residing in Wichita, Kansas, USA. | 
am a retired teacher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have six published poetry collections and one 
hybrid collection of short stories and linked poetry. The 
second edition of my very first poetry collection, “Big 
Questions, Little Sleep” was published in July, 2020. 
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| DON'T WANT A BADGE 

| don’t want the badge of conscience 
The guidelines of relics 

The profundity of piety 

| am a Surrealist 

A believer and non-believer of stupidity 
| fly on the limitless bounds 

| drive on the curves 

| count the nerves 

| measure the pulse 


Rapaciously 
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| gather not the wounds 

| rather walk with it sound 

Remarkably 

| am adjudged as rude 

Ridiculed as fool 

Stricture mount on the lucuna 

Presume allegory with reponsa about the Performa 
| have faith in the vast blue 

My words dance in rhapsody make me glued 
To the thoughts unbound. 

| don’t want the badge of accolade 


| desire for a sincere adorer of my scripture. 
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Lopamudra Mishra: She resides in Bhubaneswar Orissa. 
She completed her graduation in English Hons from 
Sailabala Women’s college, Cuttack and post-graduation in 
English from Ravenshaw_ University, Cuttack. Her 
fascination for writing came from her grandfather and 
father from an early age. Writing for her is the powerful 
medium of expression. Her poems have been published in 
many magazines and anthologies. Her works include her 
very own published books: “Rhyme Of Rain”, “First Rain” 
,’ Tingling Parables”, and “Rivulet Of Emotions”. 
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FEROCIOUSLY 

Cool, calm and collected, was her demeanor 
Her innocence crushed, by fiery embers 
Rising above the hatred, abuses hurled 


Tolerance at highest, lying curled 


Evocatively camouflaged her emotions 
Eradicating all false notions 
She, a bluish coloured, cold princess 


Under the layers of her stubbornness 
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Nobody ever knew her 
Nobody did fathom her 
Nobody could decipher her 


Nobody could demystify her 


Her burning fiercely, the inferno within 
Atrocities that had her soul seething 
Fighting the demons, she feared, cautiously 


Arising like a phoenix, combating, she steered ferociously! 
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Lubna Ahmed: She is a Certified Master NLP (Neurological 
Linguistic Programming) Practitioner; NLP Workshop 
Facilitator and Soft Skills trainer; and Certified Advanced 
Life Coach. She conducts SuperKoolKids Art Therapy 
workshops. She resides in Delhi with her family. She has 
managed to carve a niche for herself in the literary world by 
her ever so simple ‘Love poems’. ‘Princess Lubna’ is her pen 
name, her writers’ identity. Her love poems are spiritual 
and have a Mystical Aura. She has written many poems for 
National and International Anthologies. She is an avid 
traveller. 
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People nowadays... 
Warm and inviting 
Tempting and tactful 
Ecstatic propagation 


Deploying fake mask 


Who knows what goes inside! 
Behind the closed doors 
Pensive chambers 


Upheaval hearts! 
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Breathing dead 
Pulling their corpse 


Divided in certain embodiment 


Class, creed and caste! 


Madhu Jaiswal: She is a poet, writer, editor and a social 
worker based in Kolkata, India. She has got published in 
various national and international anthologies and is 
regularly featured in popular literary magazines and e- 
zines. As an executive editor of The Impish Lass Publishing 
House Mumbai, she has 5 anthologies to her credit. Madhu 
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is a friendly, optimistic and compassionate person who 
believes in humanity and volunteers for the upliftment of 
the underprivileged and destitute. According to her, hope, 
belief, and perseverance are the powerful mantras that 
have the ability to pave our path towards success no matter 
what. Her writings often revolve around these keywords. 
She can be contacted at madhuj2203@gmail.com. 
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MY LOVE FOR YOU... 
A shameless, unbridled, passionate feeling zig-zags, 


Looking over the soulful moments, glancing through time, a 
glimpse back, 


Pretending to look away, as the silence smiled and said 
something, 


In those dreamy, giggly, boisterous minutes, a code for me 
lay embedded, something very soothing, 


An exulting happiness and gratulation at everything and 
anything, | felt as my own, 


When the senses swam and basked in love’s presence 
known, 


Mere words, sounding like whispers of mine 
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Fell short, both in describing love or its magnanimity, 
define. 


The relationship, had staggered at times, tired and reeling, 


At times happy and affable, without a trace of melancholic 
feeling. 


Pieces of memories like a jigsaw abound, 


That need to be carefully fitted, lovingly picked up from all 
around, 


Heartbeats rejoice and thump like a gawky sentimental, 
Oscillating and swinging, like the golden pendulum, 

One second upwards, towards the sky, 

The next second downwards, in an yearning sigh, 

| feel a rush of fresh blood, as | call out your name, 

Let us say that it is the heart's frolic, a naughty love's game, 
Let it all unfold, for all eyes to view, 


As | keep nurturing the feelings, my love for you!!! 
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Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, 
lifeskills counsellor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
"THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER LOVE POEMS". She is the 
winner of ICON OF THE YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 
2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and 
Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 


221 


SOULMATE 
Love to learn 
Learn to give 
Love to care 
Care to give 
Give to gain 
Gain insight 
Insight for heart 


Heart for soul 
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Soul to connect 

Connect to communicate 
Communicate with love 
Love your soulmate 
Soulmate resides in self 
Self that yearns 

Yearns to merge 

Merge with other self 
Two selves in a soul 


Soul vibrates through universe! 
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Madhu Sriwastav: Madhu Sriwastav is an academic, writer, 
poet, translator, and reviewer. She writes to express herself 
about anything that catches her fancy and touches a chord. 
She is based in Kolkata. She has been published in several 
International and National anthologies and journals. She is 
a regular GloMag contributor. 
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My body is a breathing forest, 

A riot of colours and fortunes, 

The seasons of eternal spring 

Where flowers stem out from its pores 
And birdsongs claim their territory. 

My body is a vast lake like Pan gong 


Its splashing colours drenching the Contours of my skin; 
casting over them Reflections of rainbow rocks and 
Splintered suns, meandering emotions Floating through the 
mouths of gorges Which dance inside the chest of hills. 


My body is a roller coaster ride 


Awakened by the whispers of tree Houses serenaded by 
the silence of hill Tops, kindering in me the melody of a 
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Rosy evening and a gurgling joy of Monsoon winds that 
flow together 


To draw for my soul an indradhanush*-- 
A strange but delightful concoction 
Stored inside the amphora of my heart 
Wherein resides my strawberry soul 


Singing the mahogany song of life. 


Indradhanush: Rainbow 
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Manisha Manhas: Manisha is a Poet residing in Pathankot. 
She has been published in many national and international 
journals. Writing poetry is a cathartic experience for her. 
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NIGHT... 

A silent voice, midnight 

An unsung song echoes 

Musical murmur of dry leaves 

Loud screech, when water falls from fall, 
Cry of flutter when bat or owl fly, 

Night is fascinating, 

Moon running to meet morning. 


Mist makes night romantic, 


228 


Aggravates the charm of the ambience 
Desired opportunity, for love couples. 
Promises, complains, mating, 

Tall trees witnessed the moments 
Waving, an unheard sensation 

Foot taps of animals, 

Soft sailing of air, 

Everything melodious, musical, 

Nature has charismatic spell, 


Indeed... 
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Manjula Asthana Mahanti: | am a poet, novelist, writer, 
and translator, residing in Bhubaneshwar, Odisha. | work as 
editor with aabs publication. | have contributed to various 
national & international anthologies, e-magazines, OPA, 
etc. | have also published (novel 1, poetry collections 2, 
gazal sangrah 1, Abhishap Damini Ka novel, (translation) 
translated many poems. | have received, Shabd Sadhak & 
Kavi PantSmruti Sahitya Samman, Bharat Ratna Atal Behari 
Bajpai Award. 
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The longer you interact, 
the words get leaner, 


often drying up. 
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Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 
multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of 
formats — whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a 
polymath who went from being a specialist to a generalist 
to a versatilist. Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled 
him, he wrote on serendipity and intuition, conducted 
workshops on a range of subjects and topics. He was a very 
friendly Santa Claus. 
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Oh dear one, let the new moon 
nurture your every step. The 
night takes over the day in its 
arms, just as rainbow appears 
during the clouds. This body 
made up of mere ashes, let it 
not stumble and fall in hunger. 
Just rip it to shred, the life that 
lives in you, the mortal that 
exists no more. Illuminating the 


path, the times get harder 
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still, what comes, will come. 


Untouched, the soul remains! 


Mehak Gupta Grover: She is the author of three books - 
THE HUMANE QUEST (volume-1, 2, & 3), published by 
Authorspress, New Delhi. She has been bestowed with '100 
Inspiring Authors of India’ award in Kolkata. She has also 
been honored with the 'Women of Influence 2019' award 
presented on women's day in New Delhi. Along with her 
books, her work has been published in various anthologies 
and she is recipient of various other prizes in poetry 
competitions as well. 


(mehakgrover@amartex.com) 
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PRICELESS LOVE 

| walked in love with you 
| know | have chosen 
The right path 

| find love in everything 
Reciprocated sincerely 

| need you more than 
You'll never know 
You're the one 

| always want to love 


| hope my life always 
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Stays this way 


Your love to me 


Is priceless 


Merlyn Alexander: I'm a poetess residing in Nagercoil, 
India. I'm a housewife. My passion includes writing, 
cooking, and painting. | have contributed to many 
anthologies. | have published six books in Haiku Poetry. I'm 
currently waiting for my first anthology of English poems to 
be published soon. 
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GROUP THERAPY 

Wind chimes. 

It’s going to rain tonight, thunder. 

I’m going to lead the group tonight talking 
about Rational Emotive Therapy, 


belief challenges thought change, 
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Dr. Albert Ellis. 

I’m a hero in my self-worship, 
self-infused patient of my pain, 
thoughtful, probabilistic atheism 
with a slant toward Jesus in private. 
Rules roll gently creeping 

through my body with arthritis 

a hint of mental pain. 

Sitting in my 2001 Chevy S-10 truck, 
writing this poem, late as usual. 

It’s going to rain, thunder 


heavy tonight. 
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Michael Lee Johnson: Michael Lee Johnson lived ten years 
in Canada, Vietnam era. Today he is a poet in Itasca, 
DuPage County, Illinois, published in 1078 small press 
magazines in 39 countries; 207 YouTube poetry videos. He 
has been nominated for 2 Pushcart Prize awards poetry 
2015/1 Best of the Net 2016/2 Best of the Net 2017, 2 Best 
of the Net 2018. 
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AUTUMN MORNING 

What more can be of beauty 
Than to wake up and see 
How the morning arrives 


With utmost glee? 


Autumn with its enchanting hues 
How leaves upon us its dews 
And how the stillness wrought 


Nothing but only poetry, 
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What more can be of beauty 
Than to wake up and see 
How the morning arrives 


With only poetry? 
d £ Et ~ - 


Moinak Dutta: | am a poet and novelist, residing at Kolkata. 
| work as a teacher. | have contributed to various national 
and international anthologies. | have got two published 
fictions to my credit. My third fiction will be published 
soon. | have worked as editor of several anthologies. 
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(Dedicated to Glory Sasikala’s love for the Moon) 
The ghostly moon, 

Shadowed by the thin clouds, 

Brings back lost memories. 

The unwanted, the haunting, 

The stubborn ones 


That leave traces, imperishable. 


Then again, what are ghosts 


But past and forever gone 
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Never to be alive, unlike the soul 
That awaits death yet lives life 
To make memories worth every breath, 


Every promise of a moonlit night. 


Nazia Islam: | am a teacher, currently residing in Dhaka, 
Bangladesh. As an Early Childhood Educator by profession, 
my dream is to make a difference in the world by shaping 
the minds of the future generation. | write out of passion 
and sometimes, out of whim. | love nature, books and 
simplicity, and the sound of rain. 
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THE WAVES, THE SHORE, THE SEA 

The omnipresent waves crash against the shore 
On massive grey rocks, on golden sands 

On tiny pebbles, on pretty pink sands 


Creating an embrace between the sea and the land. 


The waves are blue, the waves are green 
The waves are white... 
The waves are colourless 


Just like everything else, they take on the colour we wish to 
see 


And reflect the colour of our memories and soul. 


244 


The smell of fresh salt wafts in the wind 

And brings back memories of home 

For, no matter how far from the sea you may be 
It will always remain... 


A part of you 


Nivedita Karthik: | am a poet residing in Gurgaon. | am a 
professional Bharatanatyam dancer and my poems have 
been published in Glomag, the Society of Classical Poets, 
Visual Verse, and The Epoch Times. Random thoughts that 
sprout in my mind can be found as ramblings on my blog 
https://www.justrandomwithnk.com 
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THE WHISPERS OF DAWN 
The cool morning breeze, 
whispers secrets of life 

as the sun glimmers, ever so 


slightly on the pale blue horizon 


Two worlds touch at this divine time, 
the time to pray and to wish 

For at this divine balance of time 
The whispers of the breeze carry 


forth our prayers for a better day. 
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A glorious dawn and grace pours 
down on earth as the sun begins 
his golden ascent and birds chirp 


in celebration of answered prayers. 


Padmini Rambhatla: | am a poet, teacher and homemaker 
residing in Chennai, India. | work as a high school English 
teacher. | have contributed to Glomag and my children’s 
school magazine. | have not published anything so far but in 
the near future, | will. | also enjoy painting in different 
mediums, watching movies and listening to music. 


247 


MOON ALIVE 

Some beautiful people 

Must stay a distant dream 

Far from inherent reality 

Like the full moon 

In the night sky... 

For romance is imaginary hope 
And you, my moon, 

Stay there in the heavens 

As the sweetest love song, 


My light on a dark night, 
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A hearty poem, as hope... 
All from a distance 


To keep romance alive. 
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Panjami Anand: | am an occult practitioner by profession. 
Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting secret 
battles and we are not the only ones in pain. | love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my 
writing more. Thus, the dominating theme of all my 
writings are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 
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THE PIPAL TREE 


“For those who believe, an explanation is unnecessary 
For those who do not believe, an explanation is impossible.” 


(St. Bernadette of Lourdes) 


Dusk starts to swallow 


the last drops of daylight. 


The pipal tree 


to the east of the shrine 


unfolds into the sky 
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as a giant umbrella. 

Women circumambulating it 
with prayers for offspring, 
hang cradles on its branches. 
Its heart shaped leaves 
napped in the sea breeze 
dwell with loads of faith 


unaware of the stories behind. 
Image 


https://lh3.qoogleusercontent.com/proxy/F_UbbeJ_mN11jQQbXn6M_kz1 


Xbhd7Hqm5PcejlTAGb-LNxDVKYgoNWTOEtTH3b_GCZxr-vPnng2dhaNHiy- 
SCP4OJE3v89Pmq5dHdQ 
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Pankajam: Pankajam, retired from BHEL as DM/Finance, is 
a bilingual poet and novelist settled at Chennai, India. In 
addition to several poems, book reviews, and articles 
published in national and international journals, she has 
twenty-two books to her credit, including thirteen books of 
poems, a translated poetry collection in French and three 
fictions in English. Three books on literary criticism, viz., 
Femininity Poetic Endeavours, History of Contemporary 
Indian English Poetry-An Appraisal and Socio-Cultural 
Transition in Modern Indian English Writing & Translation 
discuss her works in detail. She has won many awards for 
poems and short stories including Rock Pebbles National 
Literary Award 2019. 
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SCHIAPARELLI’S CHANNELS 
| have made my home on the Red Planet. 
Now, | use Mars-fi, no more internet. 


Liquid water is again flowing through the Schiaparelli’s 
Channels. 


Everywhere man-made network of rivers and canals. 
The total planet modelled and terraformed. 

The cold, dry, rocky surface totally transformed. 
Now, the very old me and my spouse. 


On the Martian soil have made a beautiful house. 
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My daughter goes to work driving her Mars-o -copter. 
Fresh air around and all livable factors. 
There is lush green grass in my garden. 


My grandchildren playing there just back from 
kindergarten. 


Their books are filled with Earth’s description. 
They must be thinking all is mere fiction. 

But if you think there is peace and calm, 

Only beautiful nature with green trees and palms. 
You are totally mistaken dear Earth folks. 

Here too we have started the Earth strokes. 
Martian wilderness is dwindling fast. 

The surface is being covered by deserts vast. 
The geopolitics which started on Earth before, 
Has not lost its flavour or score. 

Mars has been divided by countries and states. 


The borderless concept has been fenced by gates. 
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Paramita Mukherjee Mullick: | am Dr. Paramita and | live in 
Mumbai. The sheer love of poetry transformed me into a 
poet from a scientist and educationist. | have started and 
am the President of the Intercultural Poetry and 
Performance Library (IPPL) Mumbai Chapter. | have five 
books to my credit and two more are in the process of 
publication. My poems have been published in numerous 
national and international journals. | am blessed to receive 
several awards including the Gold Rose from Argentina for 
promoting Literature and Culture. | recently got the 
Literoma Author Achiever 2020 award. Some of my poems 
have been translated into 32 languages. 
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Download from © 2023496 


Dreamstime.com 


Want? 

don’t know what | want 
confusion 

i thought i wanted a rainbow 
but when the rainbow appeared 
wanted a lightning 

when the lightning blazed 


i wanted thunder. 
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Petrisor Adrian | Dreamstime.com 


i looked around 

birds enjoyed the rainbow 
they enjoyed lightning 
thunder 

rain 


everything they enjoyed 


| wish i were a Bird 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three 
published volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire 
courts Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with 
twelve plays published and Performed. Autism Advocate 
and Pioneer in the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman 


VELVI www.velvi.org 
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HER KNICKERS 

gust on a carousel, revolve in Summer sun 
as she kals to her mam on her doorstep. 
-Blown me nose on more material. 

says her mam. Cheese-wire me arse. 
-They're comfy, mam. ‘sides 

lads like ‘em. 

-Off you mean. When they've 

got it on'em. 


Both snort in laughter. 
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Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. 
| work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Ghost 
Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018). My book ‘Please Take 
Change’ was published by Cyberwit recently. 
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A POEM WITH BOUNCE 

Here is a tale from when | was a kid 
‘Bout old Ma Supial, she's no slouch, 
Raised her kids alone she did 


Raised them in a pouch 


They kicked and screamed, quite a bit 
Which hurt her deep inside 
But she never, ever thought to quit 


Though in the sun she fried 
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| have to say she moaned a lot 
as she bounced along the plain 
But her Joey's meant a lot to her 


And her instinct kept her sane 


So here’s to her, our Mother Roo, 
Queen of all Australia 
| think I’ll have to run outside 


And pick for her a Dahlia 
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Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and 
became a professional in the field of vibration and 
acoustics. He was awarded a Fellowship of the Society of 
Environmental Engineers. He has written poetry, short 
stories and a children's novel. He also founded The Young 
Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin Child." He 
was diagnosed with terminal Motor Neuron Disease and 
died in 2015. 
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LET’S CHANT TOGETHER 

This poem is for all young and old 

A poem to instill a habit of chanting 
chaste practice prescribed for all 


“A habit to own!” A habit to hold 


Chant dear friend, the hymns of God 
Chant the hymns to energize a chord 
Ringing bells a science for the wise 


Strumming guitars too an elixir for life 
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Oh once there was a man untidy and poor 
However, with a heart like a crystal so pure 
Common men called him a fool 


“Hey! He believes God exists bah he is such a fool,” 


But 


God reproaches everyone who calls 

Be it different names Ram, Ra him or Joshua 
Do not admonish these hymns 

dear friend, 


Do not politicize his hymns 


And for the wise man, and the atheist 


Dear friend, do learn there is someone above us all 


forget not the one below, mother earth and nature 
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Join the wind join the nature 


Sing praises and hymns that linger 


Do chant dear friend the hymns of God 


Or the hymns of mother earth and nature 


Pooja Suresh: Hello! | am Pooja Suresh, an upcoming 
Carnatic music vocalist and | perform concerts along with 
my sister. We sing as vocal duets and | also play the 
instrument Veena. | started writing as a hobby, and now, 
take part in various writing prompts and programs. | also 
recently completed a NANOWRIMO camp setting myself a 
goal of 10000 words and received an honorable mention 
for one of my poems on togetherness written for On Fire 
Cultural Movement. | aspire to write more and read more. 
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SHOPPING 


Don’t raise your eyebrows when you see her acting 
differently. 


When she is caught staring bewildered at the gulmohar 
Lost in thoughts 

And in a parallel world of words 

Of her own. 


Don't disturb her as she empathises with the faceless 
mannequins 


Glistening in bright hues 
And sparkling sequins. 


Don't accuse her of her indifference to the shopping spree. 
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She's broken... 


And this is her way of mending herself. 


Prabha Prakash: | am a poet residing in Kochi, Kerala. | am 
a Chartered Accountant and work as Senior Auditor at EY. 
My first poetry anthology "Lost Monsoon" has been 
published by Writers Workshop Kolkata. | have been 
selected for the Reuel International Poetry Prize 2019. 
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In the immense sea of lust 
be the wave carrying love 
In the crowd of masked faces 


divulge hidden traces 


Among good looks and curves 
treasure soul which serves 
In a book embracing untrue stories 


be the page rich in veracious glories 
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In depraved court of sinful minds 
do justice with pious mankind 
In the air of sorrow and lamentation 


be someone’s breath of delectation 


In the dawn of fake promises and lies 
hold someone till dusk ever dies 
In humongous river of life 


Be a fisher catching deepest trench of cries 


Pragya Sharma: | am a poet residing in Muzaffarnagar 
India. I’m an engineering student. | have contributed to 
monthly online poetry / prose magazine. 
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: fe LYM. 


HOW CAN MY LOVE HOLD HER 

How can my love hold her 

When | know that she will elude me like the wind! 
Whenever she comes to me, she comes like a tornado 


And takes away my thatched heart’s roof. 


| stare at the sky blue, infinite 
| can't hold 
Just behold at her beauty changing colours. 


| stare at the sea, unfathomable, and watch her leaving my 
shore. 
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She is mysterious 
| chase her 
She plays with me the game of hide and seek. 


She swings in between light and darkness. 


The moment | want to hold her as if she is the delicate 
dawn, 


She becomes mid-day summer's loo 
| chase her to catch hold up 


But to my utter surprise she metamorphoses into night. 


The night becomes my beloved 
More darker the night 

More deeper my love 

But | can't catch hold up my love 


simply | dawn with the night! 
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Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district of 
Odisha (India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia 
and English. So far he has published three anthology of 
poetry in Odia. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling heights and _ international 
anthologies like Global Anthology on Peace and Harmony, 
Happy Isle, Feelings International, etc. 
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THE CIRCLE OF LIFE 


The dear departed exit this world through the closed doors, 
to the other side, 


After the body’s funerary rituals, only memories and ashes 
are left behind, 


The ashes too yearn to blend with the holy Ganga waters, 
To be one with the five elements in their pure form, 


Freshly gathered memories, we strive to keep robust and 
strong, 


Let us free them too, from the bondage of eternal youth, 


The cycle of unions and partings, has to be acknowledged, 
accepted as a given, 


Then why the grief, the sorrow, the sense of loss?! 
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The circle of life will spin again, 

In the futures we shall meet up again, 
Celebrating our reunions, 

In the meanwhile, let’s prepare 


ourselves to balance the pluses and the minuses of our 
relationship, 


In anticipation of more fruitful interactions in newer 
horizons. 
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Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker and a grandmother! She used to write 
sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of the 
Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and words 
are her world. 
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IN SEARCH OF 

The one who pretends to be wise 
Wanders temples to jungles 
Mountains to caves 

In search of the divine 

The one on the path of wisdom 
Finds Him within 

And in the smile of his fellow beings 
Each and every moment 

He sings to the tune of his soul 


Dances with the divine 
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The heavenly fragrance of love 


Spreads in and around. 


Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations nature’s 
beauty etc. At a very young age he developed his writing 
Skills, published poems in various anthologies and 
periodicals and received many awards of excellence. He 
was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. 
Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 
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LET US SING 

Standing lonely in the sky 

| want to sing beyond 

Beyond there, where my song reaches. 

| want to fly beyond 

Beyond there, where my wings rest forever. 
All my words swirl and swim 

And vanish in the mist of the blues. 

My dreams take flight 

Under the harvest moon and bright stars. 


Sadness cannot drown me in pain. 
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| buried my loneliness in the depth of moonlight. 
Let the sorrows and grief drown forever. 

Forget today and live for tomorrow 

Begin a new life with hope anew, 

Wash away the wounds! 

Life is a mixture of pain and pleasure, 

Love and hatred. 

Let us forget everything 

Celebrate every single moment 


Till our death. 
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Preety Bora: Hailing from a beautiful state ‘Assam’ (India), 
the poetess, Mrs Preety Bora started writing from her 
college days. She lives in a city called Golaghat with her 
family. Nature inspires her to write poetry. She writes in 
both languages: in English and in Assamese (her mother 
tongue). Her poems have been published in various 
anthologies and magazines in India and in foreign 
countries. 
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THIRD CHILD 


Ever since she saw the mami upstairs doing it, Amma made 
it her life's one true ambition. It took perhaps twenty years 
to come true. For twenty years she left food on 
windowsills, balcony parapets, in plates hanging from 
eaves. For twenty years as we moved from flat to flat to 
flat, she always had food for the birds. Last month, the 
crow did not fly away at her sight. And yesterday, the bird 
gently pecked cooked rice from her hand. 


empty nest— 
the way she caresses 


the album 
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Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: | am a writer residing in Thane, 
India. | work as freelance copywriter. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published poems in many 
magazines and poetry anthologies. | was felicitated at 
Amaravati Poetic Prism 2016 for writing poems in 11 
different languages. 
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ON ABORTIVE KNIFE 
When embryo’s soft bud 
blossoms slow and steady, 
spongy flesh with a crave 


for fingers and peeling layers, 


before He fixes eyes and ears 
inside womb, the protective 
warm cove, cruel outside world 


with tongue doughty uncontrollable, 
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could be instinctive dictated mother 
or doctor’s advice of lack of stamina, 
induces her for a game of negation, 


what right she has to suppress the growing? 


Cruel abortive instruments, 
twangs of stubborn application 
in moments of thoughtless move 


finish the job of destruction. 


One life, one soul and one mould 
to be thrown in a mound or field 
lifeless not even breath, 


may be for new breath elsewhere; 
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woe to the metal or man or woman 


who performed this ungodly deed. 


Radhamani Sarma: She is as student of Ethiraj college, 
Chennai. She specialized in the plays of W.H. Auden for her 
doctoral thesis from the University of Madras. She obtained 
PGDTE from CIEFL from Hyderabad. She served in 
Pachaiyappa's college and is a retired professor of English 
with 31 years of teaching experience. She has published 
four books of poems and one book of short stories. She is 
widely published in various anthologies and is a reviewer 
and critic. 


Her blogs: 
pearlradhe.blogspot.in 


pearlradfhe.wordpressf.com 
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HOPEFUL SUFFERING 
Poetry remains alive, 
or the poet, 

in suffering too, 


and hope. 


| can see that. 


Tell me some more 


about hopeful suffering, 
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for me 


it's new. 


I'm suffering, 
as always, 
bravely, 


foolishly, 


like I've always done. 
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Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger 
born and brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of 
PPP E-zine, a poetry e-zine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics 
and aesthetic pleasure: 
https:/poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com. 
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This is the dinner time with full fanfare, 
But there is nobody to stand and stare; 
So I'm here to supervise the things, 


And having the look at invitees there; 


So men are men, they are lethargic, 
They work when somebody is pestering them, 
From inception to the final stage of the event, 


Only then their activity is visible and fervent; 
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But I'm an animal who understands the liability, 
And | don't run away from work or responsibility; 
I'm black bear so what, my blood is red, 


My work is fare and conduct is transcendent. 


' 


Rakesh Chandra: Mr. Rakesh Chandra is a retired civil 
servant. He is currently pursuing his Ph.D in Law from 


Lucknow University. He has got one collection of poems 
Titled ‘Moon is Black’ and also one collection of Hindi 
Poems. His English poems have found place in different 
Poetry Journals and News Papers’ literary supplements. He 
also has authored two books on Law. 


290 


AN ODE TO THE LOCKER ROOM BOIS! 
A part of a sleazy conversation 

Of every vulgar intonation, 

She is a plaything, a toy 


Of every locker room boi. 


Why does she pout her lips? 
Why does she sway her hips? 
Why is her neckline so low? 


Why is her hemline so high? 
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Her very being is dissected, 
Her every nuance vivisected. 
She is every male’s property, 


On the rack of lust a commodity. 


Emancipation and empowerment 
Mean nothing to the boi, the marauder, 
His basic instinct is all that 


He wants shamelessly to pander 


What we are fighting is 
A truly sick mindset 
Which treats every woman as 


Merely a conduit for sex. 
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The web of patriarchy and popular culture 
Has reduced a woman to an object, 
Her only purpose of being, 


Is to, on command, bed and beget. 


What is the way out 
Of this morass of perversion? 
To ensure every woman is treated 


Like an equal part of creation. 


We have to get the ‘bois’ 
Out of their locker room zone 
And this has to begin from 


The cradle, in every heart and home. 


The ‘bois’ need to grow up 


And finally become ‘human’ 
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Only then can we create 


A haven for every woman. 


Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, 
almost as many awards and translations into several Indian 
and foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he 
is working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel 
Plant. He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his 
website is www.ramendra.in 
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BROKEN ACCENTS 

Like the ghost in Hamlet, 
many apparitions appear 
in the midnight of injustice 
with their dark stories-- 
For them the earth is only 


a meaningless revolving planet! 


Images of men 


restless within their 


identity by descent; 
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deemed impure, 
less than human, 


in our feudal history. 


Images of women-- 

Victims of traumatic truths, 
violated and torn apart, 
walk with panicked breaths 


and broken accents! 


Defeated and deflated with 
the burden of repercussions: 
Birds with broken wings 
surviving in the chilly clime 
in the dread of winter! 


Is there hope for a new horizon? 
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Ranjana Sharan Sinha: A poet-author-critic and professor 
of English, I’m a prominent voice in Indian Poetry in English. 
My poems, short stories, articles and research papers have 
been widely published at national and international levels. | 
am the recipient of many awards for my contribution to 
literature including commendation from the former 
President of India, A.P.J. Abdul Kalam for my poem. | have 
authored and published 8 books in different genres and 50 
research papers. My poems are included in the syllabus 
prescribed for M.A.(English).PhD thesis on ‘Sri Aurobindo 
and the Epic Tradition’. | am associated with many literary 
organizations and Global Poetry Groups. | am one of the 
members of Editorial Board, Our Poetry Archive (OPA). | am 
a bilingual poet who writes in Hindi too. 
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BE AN ETERNAL SEEKER 

You may not be a prophet of doom 

You may not be a runaway in life 

might have lived your life intensely and well 


Blessed with what life could best give... 


You may not be a weeping philosopher 
Saying life is a charter of sorrow 
May not bemoan that the path from womb to tomb 


Does not journey beyond mire of mishaps... 
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Jogging along the clichéd rut of sorrow and smile 
You do want to be a genuine seeker, pine to go beyond 
You do long to enter the realm of that extra mile 


Where you can savor the sweetness of your ultimate 
smile... 


It is when you shatter your ego that you survive 
For that benign, blessed sacred dawn to arrive 
Transcendence of mind is the awakening moment 


Submission of Self is when you get divine bestowment... 
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Ravi Ranganathan: | am a writer, poet, critic residing at 
Chennai. A retired Banker too. | have so far published three 
Poetry books and am a regular contributor to various 
poetry anthologies. | have won prizes in poetry like ‘Master 
of creative impulse’ and ‘Sahitya Gaurav’. Writing thought- 
provoking ‘Myku’ is my favourite past-time. | love to write 
on nature, life and human mind. | contribute regularly for 
Weekly webzine ‘Literary Vibes’ and of course, our own 
Glomag! 
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NOSTALGIA 
Precious moments 
Of yesteryears 
That remain within 
My mind and heart 
Reminiscence of 
Time passed and 


Vividly recalled! 
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Youthful stage 
Of my life that 
| fully enjoyed 
Now stamped 


In a photograph 


As my only alibi! 


Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish 
parents and coming to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a 
Vision and a clear mission: 'To spread my message of Love 
an Peace throughout the World and if my poetry can touch 
a single soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving 
my clear footprints behind! 
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CLUED IN 


They were watching him for a while. 
So many informants you used to call friends. 


All with their own timelines and motives 


Previous arrests lead to new ones. 


Classic catch and release. 
The system is there 
to make sure you break down 


long before it does. 
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Things could happen to your family, 


so you break. 


Give up names and places 


and times. 


They seem to know everything. 


Building a working breathing chronology 


that comes back to you 


and never them. 
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Ryan Quinn Flanagan: Ryan is a Canadian-born author 
residing in Elliot Lake, Ontario, Canada with his wife and 
many bears that rifle through his garbage. His work can be 
found both in print and online in such places as: Evergreen 
Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, The Poet 
Community, Red Fez, and The Oklahoma Review. 
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HUNGER 

They put cockroaches in to my food 

| posted them in Facebook 

And Instagram; then It became viral. 
They started to root out a community 
Irradiate the ruins of history! Instead, 
Erected new faces and statues 

| tried to bring it out to the world 
They’ve broken my food plate 


And imposed sanctions on me 
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They put handcuffs on my hand 
They removed the ribbon that was 
Tided around the eyes of 

The goddess of justice, 

And tied my mouth with that. 

They poured black oil into that eyes. 
Sitting In the peaks of a black day 
While | was trying to rise my locked hands 
And chant by my tied mouth, 

| was struggling to shout..... 

I’m hungry... hungry for freedom 


“ Azvaadii 2... “Azaadi” 
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Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): A freelance writer and 
painter from Kerala, India, working in Doha as Franchise 
General Manager. He writes short stories, poems and 
travelogues in various regional language magazines 
(Malayalam), periodicals with a pen name as ‘Saleem 
Kattuchola’, and writes English poems and articles in 
International magazines and newspapers. 
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OH DEAR LORD! POUR YOUR DIVINE BLESSINGS! 
At regular intervals, 

Tears run down many cheeks 

before wiping away anyone's tears 


with tissues! 


Oh! heart thereby always aches 
for the news 
of eternal slumber, 


of the dearest and nearest one(s), 
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How long will such ominous shade 
of darkness bring tears 
that fall by drop from the eyes many, 


but now this time from cheeks to the ground? 


Then should | assume - 
are many people yet on the list of full stop? 
Then, tough to survive; 


And indeed, tough to revive! 


Times many, 
knees many have supplicated for help 


with earnest prayers! 


Are you not satisfied yet 


with our heart-felt imploration 


Of sobbing or gasps? 
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Maybe or maybe not! 


Yet, urging on you; Oh my dear Lord, 

The omnipotent; The all-compassionate, 
The absolute ruler; The inspirer of faith, 
The Maker of order; The source of peace — 
Pour your divine blessings 

and heaven-sent bliss 


to come out from such sorry plight! 
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Salman Khan: I’m a poet of both Bengali and English 
language, residing in Bangladesh in Bogura district. | am, by 
profession, a teacher of English language. I’ve contributed 
to various anthologies both nationally and internationally. 
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GREYSCALE 

Good or Evil? Better or Worse? 
Or is it simply in between? 

For Evil too has its own pros, 


Which oft remain yet to be seen. 
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Is the world truly Black and White, 
Or is that simply in our minds? 
For all we know, it might even be Grey; 


A thought we often leave behind. 


It is alla matter of perspective; 
A balance between White and Black, 
For each has both Good and Bad in them, 


Neither quality does one lack. 


We cannot decide what is Good or Bad, 
So it is best to leave it untrailed, 
For it cannot be asked, whether Black or White 


When the entire world is in Greyscale... 
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Samixa Bajaj: | am a fifteen-year-old poetess residing in 
Guwahati, India. | am a student of Class 10. | am a regular 
contributor to GloMag and also have had my _ work 
published in the annual school magazine. | hope to be able 
to pen even better verses in days to come. 
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THE WOMAN IN HER 


There's the woman in her - one who loves with a fierce 
caress 


Eyes swimming in hues of a sunset by the Siene 


A heart she wears on her sleeve, weeping sparkles of 
passionate love into riverines of grief 
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Reflecting shards of a broken moon - half smiling, treading 
gently over icicles of moon-dust 


Her heart's in a million pieces, each refracting a zillion 
dreams... 


She is both calm and storm 


And perhaps that’s what you love about her - the beautiful 
paradox that she is... 


Like golden flames over sheets of white ice, sprinkled with a 
delicate fragrance of untainted emotions 


Immersed in a longing to be embraced 


And yet graceful enough to dance with the storms... 


Isn't that why you're so drawn towards her? 


For, in those turquoise stares are ripples of words that 
never escape her lips 


And you can feel every inch of her porcelain skin that 
throbs of scars - a silent celebration of valiance 


At once, a calm submission with a small half-smile... 
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She's broken and you can see life wisping away from her 
rosy cheeks 


And yet, there's this tiara of blue butterflies that adorns her 
golden tresses 


You know she's beyond you - having made her way past the 
alleyways of Hell 


And that's what makes you crave the burn - the soft kiss of 
her cold lips that leaves you inflamed in that dazzling 
warmth 


Perhaps you love her because you know... 


She's like the broken moon - her half smile enough to 
assure you that you are free to come and go - at will 


Since she is a woman who'll continue to flow like the Siene 


Her rivulets of pain and that brief blossom of hope 
disappearing into bronze sands, without a whisper 


Silently shining because she is meant to... 


The broken moon watching icicles of her bits and pieces 
merge 
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At the distant outline where earth and sky meet to make 
love 


Only, you know that outline is always a blurred one 


And she will be there to say goodbye with her same half- 
smile... 


Pity though, 


You wouldn't dare to know the woman she really is 


The Siene in spate - you don't think that's possible, right? 
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Samrudhi Dash (Inara): | am a poet, novelist, editor and 
motivational speaker, currently residing in New Delhi, India. 
| write under the pseudonym "Inara’. Along’ with 
contributions to over two dozen anthologies, international 
e-zines and magazines, | have published till date five solo 
poetry anthologies and three novels and conceptualised 
and edited four anthologies of different genres. | write 
under the pseudonym "Inara" and have completed my 
Masters in English literature from Jawaharlal Nehru 
University, New Delhi. My signature words are "Hope, Live, 
Believe". | have recently published my third novel "Letters 
from A Stranger - A Life Changing Map", a blend of a 
medical thriller with epistolary and _ philosophical 
underpinnings which is now available as an e-book on 
Amazon Kindle and figured in the Amazon Bestseller List at 
Rank 10. 
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SPRING WILL SMILE 
Spring has left my city, So the giggles too 


A fever has veiled the land and made the smiles blue. 


All are locked inside, both adults and the children 
Ah ! The monsoon sky! filled with the shrilling siren. 
Have clouds forgotten to roar and to bring the rain? 


Or they too are shivering in fear and wriggling in pain. 


Headlines bear the news of the same hue 


As dark as the heartrending blue. 
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Every day, like withered petals, 
One by one a life is shedding. 
Hoary fingers on rosary, 


Still praying for a new morning. 


Why did this happen? How long will it run? 
Why an enemy life has become! 
Why has time become an avenger? 


Why no one has a decent answer! 


Ambulances are running like 

The piper of the old Hamlin. 

When adults made it a barren land, 
Children are intensely trying 

To ornate the sky with their vibrant smiles 


Red, yellow, purple and green. 
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She knows the truth, 

Counts the hour in her shivering hand. 

Still with a hope everyday 

She plants a new plant. 

Time will change 

People will surely sing hale lu za once again. 
Spring will smile and 


Monsoon will bring his beloved rain. 
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Sanhita Sinha: She is a native of Tripura, is a teacher, and a 
bilingual poet. Her poems have been published in different 
prestigious national and international anthologies, journals 
& magazines. Apart from writing, as an elocutionist and as 
an actor, she is actively engaged in cultural activities. Along 
with stage, she is a regular artiste of television and radio 
too. 
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THE ANCIENT BANYAN TREE 
Far away from insane chaos of beleaguered humanity 


stands a Banyan tree, tall, ancient and sturdy, birds flock to 
it to quench their thirst from the terracota pitcher, 


broken into half and filled with water, hanging from its solid 
branch. 


Thirst quenched, the twitterati bursts into a string of chirps, 
flying away, happy, becoming a part of the parade of the 
clouds, aquiver with an undiluted gaiety. 
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Down below on the cemented square, sits the chatterati of 
different ages, discussing the latest gossip, sipping sugary 
tea to sweeten the sourness of life. 


As night falls, the gentle whisperings of crickets are heard, 
and a sudden chirp of a startled bird mingles with an owl's 
hoot. 


And life goes on with a novel vigour under the ancient 
Banyan tree. 
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Santosh Bakaya: | am an academic, poet, novelist, essayist, 
biographer, and TEDx Speaker, critically acclaimed for my 
poetic Biography of Mahatma Gandhi, Ballad of Bapu. My 
latest books are a biography of Martin Luther King Jr, and 
the award-winning long narrative poem, ‘Oh Hark!’ 
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OUR LOVE WILL REMAIN 


When i fell in love with you i knew you were poor and living 
in a broken down house 


It didn’t matter to me at all 

What mattered was your 

Kind and gentlemanly ways 

| decided to move in with you for our love's sake 
We have bread and tea 

Most of the days 

It never bothered us 


It was our love 
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Which bind our lives 
We are happy living 
In this house 

With no complaint 
Just true love 

Kept us going 

Let this love never die 


Even when tsunami strikes and we get separated by 
earthquakes 


We will always be in love without seeing each other 
Till the world lasts! 

The sun may not shine 

The moon may wane 

But our love will 

Always remain 


So sweet and sublime 
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Sarala Balachandran: | reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, with 
my family. My poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies. | am a contributing poet for 
Different Truths. | write free verses. 
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It was two in the night 
A place where there is no light 
Walking on a street, faces would go white 


With fear, walk tip toed and tight 


There sat a person groaning 
The love he lost, lamenting 
Tears filled his clouded eyes 


Reminded of her coldness as ice. 
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But as the sun rose 
He drifted his knees and chest close 
In a symbol of pulling himself together 


As the hope grew bigger and stronger 


Sara Bubber: | am Sara Bubber, holding a postgraduate 
degree in Human Development and Family Studies. Human 
beings and my love of stories came together and made me 
a storyteller! My poetry and storytelling also came together 
and made me a poetic storyteller! | write the story of my 
life through a spiritual journey and love spending my time 
in meditation and hosting webinars in my spiritual 
organisation too! 
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OF CROSSROADS AND SEVENS 
l’ll dance until my body caves in 


the same way | laughed as my mind went 


But what of your suffering and riddled confusions? 
What of your anger, angst, and petty annoyances? 


Do you not yet know that every being on this earth burns in 
their own way? 
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For each of us carries our own cross and shares the burden 
of others still. 


Steady hearts and sturdy shoulders are in sore need during 
the Wuhan Age when weight grows greater/ 


greatest/good god/ 


merciful lord/angel of life & death/ 


bringer of scales/sealer of fate 


l’ll dance until my body caves in 


the same way | laughed as my mind went 
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Scott Thomas Outlar: He lives and writes in the suburbs 
outside of Atlanta, Georgia, USA. His work has been 
nominated for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net. 
Selections of his poetry have been translated into 
Afrikaans, Albanian, Bengali, Dutch, French, Italian, Kurdish, 
Persian, Serbian, and Spanish. His sixth book, Of Sand and 
Sugar, was released in 2019 through Cyberwit Press. He 
hosts a podcast, Songs of Selah, that airs weekly on 
17Numa Radio and features interviews with contemporary 
poets, artists, musicians, and health advocates. More about 
Outlar's work can be found at 17Numa.com. 
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THE PICTURE ON THE WALL 

A painting on the wall 

Symbolizing purity and chastity 

Evoking inner feelings of beauty and magnanimity 


A lovely feeling of youthfulness and cheerfulness 


The picture depicting two birds on a branch 
Threads of life joining together 
Can there be a union of 


Birds of the same feather 
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The poet in me 
Seeking an inner path of reflection 
Can there be a likeness 


Between thoughts and dreams 


Water flowing under the bridge 
A salvation of thoughts and reminiscences 
Beauty in its transient thought 


A fusion of reality and surrealness 
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Shobha Warrier: | am a poet residing in Chennai. | am a 
housewife. | have contributed to a few anthologies. | have 
also published poems and also one collection of a few 
poems written by me. 
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PF WITH MY GF 

Love still blooms like bedsores at night, 

And the weight of your empty presence, 

This bed mocks me with your unwashed fragrance. 


Long, dreary meandering month of losing you. 


Stop, let it be. Don’t remember. 
Memory is no gift. Life calls! 
There’s more out there than our aborted forevers. 


More without you than the touch of your still-warm lips. 
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| can’t remember. Did you die, or just leave, smile or cry? 
| grab our pillows, night drying out like scales. 


They cry out for action, their rough and tumble night 
games, 


| hug them close, yearning for pillow fights that fuelled our 
nights. 


340 


Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, and playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. He is a writer. He has contributed 
to various anthologies. He has received the R. K. Narayan 
Award for Creative Writing. 


www.shreevarma.com 


https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shreekumar Varma 
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A LOOK AT LIFE-86 

IN LOVE 

Without love 

Can you live even for a minute? 

It is love that motivates you to live and let live 
You are always in love with yourself 

With someone, something, an idea, 

an institution, a set of values and many other 
Love lets you live, enjoy and endure 

Even in a dry desert with the sun overhead 


In minus temperature 
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with the chill wind playing havoc 


And ceaseless rain taking a heavy toll 


Where there is love 

How can there be hatred and jealousy? 
A man in love cannot hate anyone 
How can he? 

Love never allows 

One to nurture negative feelings 

Ego, hatred and jealousy 

Pride, prejudice and vanity 

The reason why 

We are in an abyss is 

We never identify with our real nature 
Either we have forgotten that 

We are love and in love with existence 
Or we have never been in love 


Our love is only a pretension 
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With jealousy, ego and hatred 

Love cannot coexist 

They are parallel lines, never meet 

If at all they meet, they meet at infinity. 
Either you will love and live 


Or hate and perish 


The ball is in your court 


Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: Smruti Ranjan Mohanty, is from 
Padmapur, Jagatsingpur, Odisha. He works as Finance 
Officer in Govt of Odisha. He is a multilingual poet, essayist 
and writer whose write ups are published in newspapers 
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and in more than two hundred national and international 
magazines, journals and anthologies. He writes extensively 
on life and its intricacies which are widely acclaimed. He is a 
featured poet of the PENTAS!I B World Friendship Poetry 
and Year of The Poet, U.S.A. His collection of poems and 
prose are published in his blogs under the heading A LOOK 
AT LIFE, SOMETHING | LOOK AT, A LOOK, THE RIVULET, 
THINK ONCE MORE, THE JOURNEY, AU THARE, AU EKA 
GAPA, SROTASWINI, JATRA, THE JOURNEY etc. 


Website-smrutiweb.wordpress.com 


smrutitanuja.blogspot.com 
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My mind travels through 

The cycle of past, present and future 

Goes back to carefree life of childhood 

Visits clueless teen, struggling to survive 

Meets hardworking young boy carving a path 
Meets a man with craving to explore life 

Being in present, sees the life as it is unfolding 
Struggle to make mark, earn living, learning life 
Images from future seems blurry and abstract 
Keep going to gloomiest, murkiest, brightest times 


Living and reliving best and worst of memories 
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Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less traveled and being 
myself. 


347 


ELECTROLARYNX 

It was so strange to hear the voice 
wheezing and rasping 

hoarse and hollowing 

It didn't sound like me 

at all 

a strange auditory absence filled my being 
the ousted larynx held so many emotions 
inflections rich or otherwise 

its discarded 

stories untold 


the out worldly voice box 
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whirred echoing a disembodied purr 
every word 
roughened 
sandpaper 


gruff 


quietly the listeners listened 

their thoughts frozen in untold horror 
their minds racing ahead 

my hollow words limping behind 


searching for understanding 


till | realised | was speaking to myself 
| had lost the listeners 


forever.... 


*homage to the patients having undergone Larynxectomy. 
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Sudeshna Mukherjee: Sudeshna Mukherjee's poems deal 
with varied human nature. A keen observer, she chronicles 
the happenings around her and writes with a tinge of 
humour. ‘Meanderings of the Mind’ and ‘Mélange’ are her 
published collections of poems. She loves 'words' and loves 
to play with them. 
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O! SLEEP 

Steal my being 

even for a while 

and take me in your deep embrace 
for... life has eluded many a times 


do not put me under hideous grimace 


My home in the land of wails 


is bereft of joy and happiness 


gasp of cold breath and sob 


351 


remain recurring motif and prop 
the maze mongers deep seated sighs 


shores me away from pleasant details 


My best efforts to stimulate cursed eyes 

to shed a few drops, help salvage the hardship 
yields no result as such 

as they abide in perennial denial mode 

remain ajar...sans even a wink of sleep 


make me pine for Midas’ touch 


Winter is the only season 

| am made to witness of late 

pine now for a sip of spring's nectar 

for a subtle u turn of fate 

hope someday | am able to breathe ease 


be away from incoherent mutterings 
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O sleep! 

| wish sometimes you shut my tired eyes 
force them to rest for a while 

for... my lonesome being scouts for company 
when the night is dark and deep 


and | dream of a goodnight's sleep. 
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Sujata Dash: Sujata Dash is a retired banker. She is 
passionate about poetry and music. Nature remains her 
first love and she is enamoured by its beauty and 
subtleties. She is a regular contributor to anthologies 
published both nationwide and worldwide. Till now, she 
has one published anthology of poems, ‘More Than Mere’ 
to her credit. 
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AN IMPRISONMENT 

An imprisonment has been made 

For you, 

To arrange it, | have invited 

The blossom for fragrance, 

The rainbow with some cash, 

| have borrowed a romantic poetry 

From the poet, 

A cute smile from the innocent kid, 

Everything | have brought by the price of my mind. 


| told them to repay their debts 
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When you will lend your love. 

The way sugar or salt melted in the liquid, 
The way a mom hugs her son 

After his arrival from the battlefield, 

| too will get lost with you 

To get united into one soul from two bodies. 


Hence an imprisonment is being made for you. 
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Sujata Paul: She is a bilingual poetess belonging to Agartala 
presently. She is a teacher by profession but writing is her 
passion. She has published her solo poetry book ‘Whisper 
of My Souls’ and many of her poems and articles have been 
published in different national and_ international 
anthologies. Her second book ‘Sarang', collection of poems 
has been published at International Conference of Multi- 
Disciplinary Research in Kolkata on 2nd March, 2019. 
Besides writing, she likes to travel and listen to music too. 
She wants to help the street orphans too. 
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DREAMY 
Rambling my thought across a dreamland 
Where you’re the only oasis, 


Rest sand and sand. 


Without wings I’m flying, 
Residing there only you and me, 
And whenever | walk, hand in hand, 


You're always there with me. 
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Nobody is there to knock 
Love here is not a subject of mock 


Our thoughts swirl here by the meadow, river and rock. 


O dream! Come in my thought more and more, 
Waiting for you my heart gore. 

My wings are waiting to take a flight, 

I’m standing by the windowpane, 


It’s midnight! 
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Sumana Bhattacharjee: She is a bilingual poetry writer 
from India. She born and brought up in city Kolkata in a 
family of teachers. She has keen interest in music, poetry 
and drama and she loves every form of fine arts. She has 
done master degree in English Literature and Hons in 
Bengali literature. She is a published poet and her poems 
have been published more than twenty national and 
international anthologies, magazines and blogs. She is the 
founder of an online poetry group and a member of World 
Union Of poets. She is very passionate about poetry and 
she thinks poetry is the best way to express your thought. 
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BLYTHE'S REED WARBLER 
Tiny body, restless as thought 
Hopping on verdant boughs 
Flitting past my blindness 
Until arrow swift flight 

Jabs my consciousness 


Couldn’t be accident 
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That | found your nest 

In the fold of two leaves 
Of a delicate potted plant 
A tiny chick left within 
Trusting Nature 

To hide from harm 

Of predatory claws 

Or the gardener’s 

Gushing hose. 

You dance away your mate 
Warbling songs in trees 
While your chick grows alone 


In silence, gathering speed. 
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Sumita Dutta Shoam: | am a poet and author residing in 
Chennai, India. | work as an editor and publisher. | have 
contributed to various online and print anthologies. | have 
also published a novel. My publishing house, Adisakrit, 
publishes fiction and nonfiction and is now ten books old. 
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PIGMENT PREJUDICE 

The pigment prejudice 

Once whirring like a whisper 
Now whips the whims of every 
Girl, boy, kid, man, woman, 
Like the whirling bird!!! 


Not only the brides to be 

Or bridegrooms to be want to shed 
Several shades of their skin, 

Trying all art and craft, 

The deshi besan, haldi, chandan 

Or the videshi spa, bleach, facial or mask 
Trying to look fair and lovely 

But every Dick and Harry 
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Sahrukh and Salman, Shyam and Ram 
No bars or booms!!! 


Is it a survival trick? 

A social compulsion? 

An unwritten yet apparent 
Conventional demand 

Of the marriage market? 

Or is it just the ego, 

Feathers to add 

In the vanity fair of Facebook? 


Some Say it is the ethical rule 
Looking good is feeling great 
Or is it the pigment prejudice 
Of an Albino nation? 


Who cares for the 

Dusky beauty 

The olive skin is 

A pitiable thing 

In the Barbi-crazy world? 


The melanin led melancholia 
Has invaded the haughty 
Flaunting crazy civilization, 

| wonder 
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How the darkness 
Has spread into the hearts! 


Sumitra Mishra: Major Dr. Mrs. Sumitra Mishra is a 
Professor of English who retired as the _ Principal, 
Government Women’s College, Sambalpur, Odisha. She has 
also worked as an Associate N.C.C. Officer in the Girls’ 
Wing. She is a life member of the Odisha Lekhika Sansad 
and the Sub-editor of a magazine titled “Smruti Santwona’”. 
Her poems and short stories in both English and Odia are 
widely published in literary magazines and e-zines. To her 
credit she has twelve published books; four collections of 
poetry in English. She lives in Bhubaneswar with her family. 
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WHAT CAN | DO? 

What can | do 

when nostalgia beckons and poignancy bites, 

for the fragrance of your breath 

has embroidered into the very fabric of my being. 
It’s been a sad and lonely journey 

yearning, burning. 


The rhythm of my thoughts and body 
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resonate to the rhythms of your thoughts and body, 
my tongue speaks the language of yours 

and my mind wanders back and forth 

into the labyrinth of past memories 

as | closely guard those memories 

in the sacred temple of the heart 


where your abode is. 


Layers of time delude me into believing 

you are around. 

It feels like forever 

and yet like yesterday 

when life swallowed my dreams and desires 
and | learnt 

to hide my tears before they fall 


into the lanes of those carefree days. 
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Please recall that you loved me once 


please remind yourself that | love you still. 


Sunil Kaushal: | am a poet-writer residing in Pune, India. | 
am a retired gynecologist now working as a writer having 
contributed to more than 25 National and International 
anthologies. | have published my memoirs recently. Besides 
several other awards over the years, | was awarded the 
Literoma Women Achiever’s Award, 2019. | have received 
the the Nissim award for ‘exquisite prose’ from TSL in 2020. 
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FABULOUS! 
Rain 


in moon-light: 


tiny 
diamonds 
fall 

from 

dark 


skies, 
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lighting up 
the land 
and the sea 


---a merged mass--- 


like a 

bunch of 

strange creatures 
called 


fireflies 


often seen with delight 
in a remote village, 


near the Border 


amid dunes of sands 


on cold nights 
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by young 


startled eyes! 


Sunil Sharma: Sunil Sharma, a writer-freelance-academic 
from Mumbai, India, has published 22 books, solo and joint. 
He edits Setu: http://www.setumag.com/p/setu- 
home.html 


Please visit for details: 


website: http://www.drsunilsharma.blogspot.in/ 
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Water color painting by suzette portes san jose 


TRUE CYCLE OF MY OWN 

feel the misty dewdrops kissed by the sun 
the cold dawn breeze dancing with trees 
butterflies flutter in the sweet fragrance 

in a velvety petal of blooms in full beauty 
hear the crystal flowing waters in the rivers 
as they crush through the smoothen rocks 
rushing into the shallows, play with pebbles 


in glittering tiny ripples of reflection glow 
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i conceive them in my thoughts and visions 
the peace and serenity of a certain wonders 
a dwelling place of that land of my dreams 
when all is fair and no judgment for tears 
here, i move freely with my chances and will 
enclosed in the closure of my fears and pains 
unruled upon by the sorrows of my shadows 
i will journey and find the destiny of my joy 
the longed passion in my solitary illusions 

in existence with the metamorphosis of reality 
born from the beginning and to begin again 


this is the creation of the true cycle of my own. 
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Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in Cebu 
City, Philippines. She was born with a passion for writing 
and living in her art forms. She now has joined 23 book 
anthologies internationally. She is also a recipient of 
multiple awards for her ART works and Literary works. She 
also founded her own Poetry Group of artists and poets 
writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is also a founder of Artist 
Kids charity project all for free. She is also a Publisher and is 
now publishing her own book along with other book 
anthologies of her group. 
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THE DECISION 

She talked too much, 

felt too much, 

too worried and sensitive - that’s what he claimed. 
His opinions and words was unfortunately 

her truth - for a long, long time. 

He didn’t see her, understood 

or felt her sensitivity. 

She was deeply hurt by how he treated her 

She grew smaller 


in shadow of a dominant tyrant. 
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In the depth of her soul a white flame burned clearly... 


She finally closed the front door for 
the last time 

Never to look back. 

The flame burned stronger than ever 


deep inside her soul. 
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Svanhild Lévli: She is a bilingual poetess, currently living in 
Gjgvik, NORWAY. She is an avid photographer and loves to 
draw. She is concerned with nature conservation, women's 
rights and family life. She regularly publishes in GloMag. 
She contributed in "Voice of Aspirants", Poetry Planet, and 
Galaktika Poetike Atunis Magazine. She is admin in Global 
Literary Society. She is member of several poetry groups. 
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YOU ARE BEAUTIFUL 

You are beautiful; but, distancing yourself from the flame 
That is drunk for your beauty at the darkest part of night. 
Also distancing from the enchanted mirror in shame, 


That has been waiting to catch your image in faint twilight. 


You are beautiful; but hidden yourself from my secret lens, 
That has been employed for millennia to locate your face. 
Though, | feel aural existence with the help of sixth sense 


And conveying messages to see your natural nakedness. 
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You are beautiful; though you couldn’t trust my eagerness 
For you, could not trust on a single ceremonial tie or knot. 
Though, with my humble effort, always, | create vast space 


For you, like a boy who reserves room for favourite peridot. 


You will be beautiful; forever, for sake of my sudden gust. 


You will be the most beautiful; for sake of my sacred lust. 


| 
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Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is an Indian poet who lives in 
Bankura, West Bengal. He teaches physics for his 
professional needs. However, he prefers to write poems, 
especially sonnets. He wants to be acquainted with the 
universal mind through poetry. 
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OF LOVE LOST 

My circle of existence seemed completed; 
Bringing me into communion; 
Confidential depths of revelation, 


only addressed one heart and mind 


My inner sphere of contemplation, 
a semblance of a world of airy matter 
The impalpable beauty of my bubble broken, 


by contact of actual circumstance 
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Subsiding into former quietude; 
diffusing thought and imagination 
through the substance of today, 


making it brightly transparent 


Once again burdened with thoughts, 


my own spirit-stirring recollections 


can do little to enlighten... 
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Val Smit: | am a South African artist based in Cape Town, 
and | write my own ekphrastic poetry per artwork. | work as 
an Interior Designer and have run my own company, My 
Room, for 14 years. All my pieces are severely emotional 
and have the sole purpose to shock to realisation. | use 
various media in portraying images that | feel fitting to 
deliver the message of the words | pen down. All artworks 
are sketches and elements of water colour, acrylic, charcoal 
or pastel are used to define certain elements. 
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MY POETRY FLOWS 

Life entangled in my poetry weave 
Sometimes a little Lost 

My verse knows not how it will flow today 


Will it start with the glimmer of a rust hued ray of 
sunshine? 


Finding its way through the branches that hold it captive 
Will my poetry cascade sensuously today? 


Responsive to the touch of every new metaphor 
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My poetry completely unplanned 
Revels in each day 

A little unpolished 

Unhinged like my soul 

Craving not apocryphal light years 
But the satisfaction 


Of a perfect ending 
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Vandana Kumar: | am a poet residing in New Delhi, India. | 
work as French teacher and translator. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. Few of my poems were recently 
published in ‘Spillwords’ and ‘North of Oxford’. 
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One who is Neutral 

in the war of evil and divine 
Who is silent... 

Without any sign! 

Showing irresponsibility 

Of their truth or any crime! 
When things are clear 


Like this crystalline prismic rays 
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Of Sun 
Why they are quiet! 


On the other hand they come on the silver screen in the 
role of a fighter, angry young man or a feminist 


It's not any panacea for a healthy society 
A real philanthropist is who 


Speaks out publicly for his /her opinions on current national 
problems 


Whether it is any matter of murder/Suicide of any film star 
or blame on Bollywood industry 


Because people want to see their role model with their 
solid views and thoughts 


They don't want any wax statue or puppet who only acts or 
delivers dialogue on others scripts 


People should boycott such hollow stars 


Because public don't need any fakism at all. 
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Varsha Saran: | am a homemaker living in Meerut, Utter 
Pradesh, India. | did my post-graduation from Ch Charan 
Sing University Meerut. | am a bilingual poetess and story 
writer by passion. My many poems and stories have been 
published in different international anthologies, e-zines, 
magazines, and newspapers. | have won many awards in 
writing. 
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On a starlit night, 

you will still be the brightest sparkle, 
for the skies may carry billions of stars 
but it wouldn't be able to see them 


if not for the reflections in your eyes. 
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Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art 
of poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes 
that every poem that she writes is a result of a 
conversation with her soul. 
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A CAGED PARROT AND A DECK OF CARDS—KILI JOSIYAM 
Here comes another human captive 

bearing about him an invisible cage 

of illusory tribulations. 

So unfounded is his fear of being consumed 

by his problems, that he thinks 

his liberation lies in the tarot card | am made 

to pick for him—little realising that | am myself 

a captive living out my life in a visible cage, 


dependent upon my “master” for existence. 
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And what to say of my “master” himself, 

bound as he is to survival through his caging of me? 
He has clipped my wings, denying me my freedom, 
depriving me of free flying. 

Yet he calls out to Muruga* to come to his aid 
flying atop His peacock— 

an aid he expects to be done ASAP, 

thanks to which he spares the fowl 


the clipping of its wings. 


| can, but only lament for humankind, and pray 

they un-cage themselves and find their liberation. 

But till such time, | will be doomed to this prison 
waiting for death to release me, 

working to their commands and picking up tarot cards 


that makes one go away pleased 
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with the statement of hope received, 


and the other one count his money in fleeting glee. 


* Kili josiyam: fortune telling using a parrot and some tarot cards 


* Muruga: the son of Lord Shiva who rides upon a peacock 


394 


Vidya Shankar: | am a widely published Indian poet, writer, 
editor, yoga practitioner, mindful mandala artist, a “book” 
with the Human Library, and English teacher. | am the 
author of two poetry books The Flautist of Brindaranyam, 
in collaboration with my photographer husband, Shankar 
Ramakrishnan, and The Rise of Yogamaya. A recipient of 
literary awards and recognitions, | am the chief admin of 
the Facebook group Kavya-Adisakrit and one of the editors 
of Kavya-Adisakrit, an imprint of Adisakrit Publishing House. 
lam also a member of the poetry group, India Poetry Circle, 
or IPC. 
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MUSINGS 
We exchanged our hopes for small change 
For we were promised a safe passage through the clouds: 


The reticence to see reason at first sight— 


We ignored the chorus of recollections 


Urging us to crossover, without a doubt, 


At the next red light— 
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And you asked me if you would remain 
A signature in a slim autograph book, a name 


| would not recognise on a silent toothless night? 


Our love is not like old wallpaper 
Looking washed-out in time. | inhale the scent 


Of your sentences wherever | go, and embrace each 
insight-- 


An unapologetic truth could turn us inside-out: 


Let us crouch low and lunge, my love, 


Only when the time is right. 
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Vijay Nair: | retired as an Associate Professor of English and 
| was awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing & 
Literature in the year 2016. | was the ‘Critic of the Year’ in 
2016, 2017 & 2018 at Destiny Poets, UK and was also 
adjudged the ‘Poet of the Year’ in 2018 by the same poetry 
group. Three of my poems have been included in the PG 
syllabus of BBMK University, Dhanbad. 
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SITA 

Snatched away from her own 
A war started in her name 
Made life for her miserable 


Smoothed everything with a paternal claim 


She who walked the forests 
Willingly to be by his side 
Was also made to walk the fire 


To safeguard his pride 
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Through all the twists and turns 
No one thought to see 
What surged in that woman's heart 


A sorrow for all eternity 


Till tired of all the drama 
And trouble that she endured 
Like any other human 


Quietly did her life she fold 


Worship her you may 
For her obedience and purity 
Her tears do not give your daughters 


They are not a fitting legacy 


Teach them that love is to be 


Given but also received 
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In equal measure 


And also mutual respect 


Arm them with knowledge 
Arm them with power 
Arm them with love and compassion 


Before no man should they cower 


The men are no longer Rams 
More like Ravans and worse indeed 
No insult or injury to their body and soul 


Should they ever again bear silently 
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Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator and 
editor from Calicut, Kerala. She works as Assistant State Tax 
Officer in the State GST Department. She has been 
translating for the Kerala Sahitya Academy since 2014 and 
has also contributed articles for the Malayalam Literary 
Survey, a quarterly brought out by the academy. She has 
published poems and short stories in various anthologies. 
She is co-editor of two anthologies. Her debut poetry 
collection ‘Ashtavakra and Other Poems’ was published in 
August 2017 which is available on Amazon. 
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SONNET 114 

This lingering thought is killing this me 

That you should, my love, be my enemy 
We could still steal some moments to know 
That we have been driven far from each so 
Through nights passed facing the walls 
Days gone by ignoring love and its calls 

An inability that renders us so incapable 


Of fighting this hostile world with its trouble 
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Let us, my love, make no half-hearted try 
We both need but love to make us fly 
We need not wings, we need not magic 
To escape a loveless life so very tragic 
One life is too short for us to stay away 


Nothing on earth should make love sway. 
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Zulfiqar Parvez: He is the Head of Academic Affairs cum 
English Language Teacher at  Tanzimul Ummah 
International Tahfiz School, Dhaka. He has done _ his 
Honours and Masters in English Language and Literature 
from the University of Rajshahi. 
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